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CHAPTER I. 

« Well, here thou art, O Tom Stapleton ! quite a model in a small 
way, of comfort and elegance, and one of the happiest rascals un- 
der the sun. True, Lucy Livingston’s blue eyes have somewhat 
discomposed the serene of thy philosophy : but as there is no hope 
that way, I’m hanged if there shall be any despair; and besides, I 


don’t think I’m so very much in love; for how could a man who was 


a gone case, relish the simple luxuries of a peach orchard fire, a 
mild Havana, and a glass of brown sherry, as I domine? No, dear 
Tom, thou art not much in love but that thdu hast still some alterna- 
tives besides matrimony or suicide, Bat nevertheless, here’s to the 
fair Lucy, notwithstanding that she has come within a feather’s 


weight of upsetting the old bachelorship predilections of Mr. Sta- 
pleton !"? 


So, gentle reader, soliloquised your obedient servant, Tom Staple. 
yon, as he sat one bleak winter’s night, several years ago, in his 
snug little eanc/um which looked ont into Broadway in the goodly 
city of Gotham, and which contained at the time a young gentleman 
who had a tolerably high opinion of himself, and not a bad one of 
all the rest of the world. 

“* One other glass to thee, dear Lucy !”” 

«« Dear !—Now faith, Master Tom, that’s coming it a leetie too 
sweet, for how can a fellow of thy finances venture to think of the 
young lady aforesaid, but in connection with the idea that she’s fated 
ta be the making of another man’s wife? No, no, boy— give over 
‘ dearing ” or you may soon imagine yourself au pis aller, and be- 
yoad the consolation of cigars and brown sherry. But what the 
devil is that ?” 

The foregoing popular interrogative was occasioned by a shriek in 
the street, and instantly on popping my head out of a window I saw 
— looking female struggling in the arms of a powerful 

an. 

« Man or devil !” eried the woman, “ if the terms are not synony- 
mous—let me go.” 

“ Wait till Isee what you look like,” answered the ruflian—who, 
Deere Ret = form soni reported pa a likeness of the 

ity’s ;—and » having dragged his victim under a lamp-post, 
he continued, “O hang it, you are either shrivelled up with brandy 
—or asugly as sin. You may go!” 

“] am dying for the want of bread, ,” said the wretched fe- 

male, “ for mercy’s sake, give me a shilling to get acrust, ora 
Ss . 


“ You may have both at the alms-house, for asking :” returned 
the brute; who thereon began to move off, no doubt rejoicing the 
while in the possession of a heart that wasn’t to be softened or touch- 
ed by trifles; but ere he had left the outraged woman three paces 
behind him, a tremendous blow from a boot-jack, hurled with savage 
fierceness from my window, knocked him sprawling in the channel. 

This was more than I had counted on, for I began to fear I had 
killed the fellow, and that the boot-jack with my name on it, would 
be takenas sufficient circumstantial evidence to consign me over to 
the polite attention of Jack Ketch; but while I was yet conjuring up 
any thing bat comfortable visions of the result, my mind was reliev- 
ed by the arrival of a couple of watchmen, who lifted the man up on 
his feet, and led him away; as also the female, who had implored 
them te convey her to some place of shelter. I need remark 
that after their departure I regained possession of my boot-jack with 
the Wost praiseworthy dispatch : but in defence of my gallantry, it 
is but fair to state, that I was only withheld from running to the as- 
sistance of the woman, by a villainous idea which suggested itself to 
my taind, of the tria! and conviction of one Tom Stapleton for as- 
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sault and battery, with intent to kill—if not, indeed, for actual mary. 
slaughter. Moreover, I felt persuaded that the poor wretch wouk 
be comforted in the watch-house. Alas! I had yet to learn that th« 
comfort which such poor wretches receive in watch-houses, is the 
comfort that got cold. 

Bat Lucy—-or dear Lucy—as the case may be, remains untoast- 
ed. How shallI decide ? Dear Lucy be it then ; for at al! events 
young lady, you have established your claim to the adjective, by 
costing me many a bumper, and—but name it not in Gath—I fear 
might add, many a headache. And so, dear Lucy! nay, dearest 
Lucy—for, seeing that I’m over the Rubicon, I may as well be hung 
for a sheep as a lamb—here’s to the prettiest girl in Gotham, whic 
is no other than your own beautiful self. 

Save me from a bachelor’s dreams and a pretty girl in his head.—- 
I fell asleep endeavoring to flatter myself into the notion that my 
feelings regarding Miss Livingston were merely and purely platonix 
Shortly afterwards, however, I felt a strange appetite for a sharp ra- 
zor, or a cup of opium, owing to the fact that the lamp post under 
my window was suddenly converted into a devilish handsome fel- 
low, who took to his heels in the direction of the Battery, with Lucy 
under his arm. ThenI was in a country church, where Lucy and a 
big watchman were on the point of being united in the holy banns ot 
matrimony ; but lo! and behold, as soon as she saw me, the blush- 
ing damsel changed her mind, and threw herself into my fond em- 
braces, in the likness of a boot-jack. Anon! the scene was chan- 
ged, and Lucy, bleeding, hungry, and almost naked, was struggling 
witharuffian. “Save me,’ she cried. “O save me, dear Staple- 
ton, or I’m lost!’ Dear Stapleton—O! ecstacy. “Yes, Lucy— 
adored Lucy, though I were to die a hundred thousand deaths by it.”’ 
And faith, on the word I nearly bezan the list, for in my hurry to 
save her, the rascally thump I gave my poor unoffending caput 
against the head board, almost knocked me feet foremost out of the 


“ Surely that girl loves me, or she could never reconcile it to hex 
conscience to give me all this trouble,” thought I; “‘ but whether oz 
no, I won’t venture another dream in her favor this time, lest hez 
wedding should become a thing of the past, and poor Tom Staple- 
ton be invited to stand godfather for her son and heir.” And so 
with this resolution strong in my mind, I made the hastiest sort 
of a toilet, and stsvted off to the watch-house, to see what had be- 
come of the poor stranger. 

It was as dark as pitch, and about 4 A. M., when I found myself 
among a group of loafers (every one of them, with a certain honer- 
able exception, looking as if burglary might be his profession, anc 
picking pockets his mildest recreation), at the police office. The ex~ 
amination of the prisoners had just commenced ; but before going 
into any of the details, let me premise that the magistracy of the 
New York Lower Police Court has, thank heaven, undergone a great 
deal of improvement since the period I am treating of. Now we 
have four men on the bench as susceptible to those weaknesses of 
poor human nature, known by the appellations of mercy, sympathy, 
pity, and the like, as other every day people; but then there were 
but two who were open to this charge—the other two being as im- 
pervious to any ‘hing in the likeness of a gentle or gercrous emotion 
as the horny protuberance that adorns the nose of the zuinoceroe. 

Not to libel these worthies, I would be understood as only speaking 
of them in their professional capacity ; for as men it was rumored af 
them that they had their share of soft spots about their hearts, a= 
well as other people. But only place them on the bench, with a 
sufficient amount of wretchedness before them to stir them into ae- 
tion—and then humanity—mercy—nay, even decency—and deeo-. 
rum—adieu! for at such times they acted as if they felt themselves 
bound to be ruffians by right of office—and as if they had a notion 
that the scales of justice Sad grown unfit for service, and thrown all 
its responsibilities upon the sword. Many a time have those pre- 
cious justices made my heart’s blood boil and curdle again with in. 
dignation by the mode in which they treated the poor wretches that 
were brought before them ; wretches, God knows, whose weight of 
miseries and misfortunes were sufficiently grievous to bear, without 
the addition of useless and unprovoked abuse, irony, andinsult. In- 
deed it were an act of injustice to the canine race, to heave calied 
these men “ dogs in office,” for ihe veriest dog that runs will lick 
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the sores upon the limbs of poverty; whereas this hopefulp brace of 
lawgivers deligh®ed to make poverty their laughing-stock, and seemed 
to rejoice with no common joy, whenever (which, alas! was but too 
often the case) they could find an opportunity of forcing the iron, 
already at the quick, yet more tho y into some despairing: soul. 
The northern demon may be a fable, but seriously, being of a super- 
stitious turn, it has often struck me during one of those atrocious 
exhibitions of petty tyranny, that if the facings of the bench which 
separated us from the oe apt had been removed, I would have 
seen a cloven foot under the table. 

It was before the worst of these magistrates—if a degree of com- 
parison may be admitted, when both were as bad as they could be— 
that the woman [ had come to see after was arraigned; and truly 
she was a a and wo-begone looking creature; her 
feet were slip-shod—stockings she had none—and her cloak was old 
and tattered tothe last degree of wretchedmess. Nevertheless there 
was something in her deportment suggestive of the lady, and mar- 
vellously at variance with the misery of her appearance. She was 
very tall: ; and, as far as I eould judge, her age was somewhere about 
pices but she kept her face—by the way, a pale, worn and sor- 
rowful one—so carefully concealed in the back ground of an old 
slouched bonnet, that the latter was only a Ng omg 

“Ha,” said the magistrate— you're the uty that knocked 
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the blood from his worship’s vulgar countenance. Not that it was 
loud er passionate; on the contrary it was low and sweet; but 
there was a fearful earnestness in it, as peculiar and impressive, 
as that which characterised Faany Kemble’s delivery of Lady Mac- 
beth’s soliloquy, when apprized of the arrival of Dunean; and to 
heighten the effect, as she spoke she stood erect and towering, exhi- 
biting a figure of wouderful stateliness, and most glorious symmetry, 
while a flush of crimson overspread and irradiated her counte- 
nance—(then left more exposed by the falling back of her bonnet)— 
which, for a moment—owing, perhaps, to the blush of excitement 
mingling with the ghastliness of death—was absolutely painfully 
beautiful. ‘It’s a lie, as pitiful as the wretch thattola it; for, think 
you, that such as I am need have the toot> of famine gnawing at my 
heart, and the rags of misery hanging round my person, if I chose to 
be the thing you mention? But,” she continued with a bitter 
-smile, “if you did not think and speak so, you would not be a 
man!” 

Instantly as she ceased speaking, wretchedness, and its consequent 
humility, geclaimed their victim, and she looked as desolate as be- 
fore; and-then, overpowered by the suddenness of the re-action, she 
reeled backwards with a heart-rending sigh, and sunk, apparently 
lifeless, on the fleor. : 

«Bundle her into one of the cells, she’s-drunk !” said that pre- 
cious specimen of a police justice; and thereon, referring to the 
next item in the report, he began to hurl the thunders of the offended 
majesty of the law upon the head of a poor and half naked little or- 
phan boy, who stood charged with the high and mighty transgtes- 
sion—he having no other refuge withal from the fury of the pelting 
and pitiless storm—of being caught asleep in an ash-box. 





y |\ i> 





down the gentleman with the stone, are you? What’s your name, 


. and where the devil did you come from ?—/or you look like a 
ghost ! 


_ No answer. : 

‘Speak, I say !”? shouted the polished chief justice, “or I'll find a 
way to open your mouth that may injure your teeth.” 

“My name is Mary ”’ said the girl, in a voice- tremulous 
— —- and weak perhaps with want—“ and I don’t belong to 

s city. 

‘Why the devil, then, did you come to this city? We have enou gh 
of the sort without you. But, I again ask you, where do you be- 
long to?” 

_ “Sir,” answered the girl, “I am very sick, and I have no home 
any where.” 
rg Siek,” returned the justice with a chuckle—‘* Oh—ho !—that’s 
it, is it ?—but, of course, it is—and why not. You’re sick after the 
old fashion—eh ?” 

“I’m sick,” groaned the desolate female, 
hunger.” 

“QO gammon!” exclaimed the magistrate, 
bearer sick with hunger—you’re— 

“It’s a lie, as pitiful as the wretch that told it!” returned the 
woman, in a voice which startled all who heard it, and frightened 


“with suffering and 


“catch an old flag- 


a RORERTS. Sc. 
ee 


Happy rascal though I generally am I must confess that I felt like 
a worm during the occurrence of the scene I have been endeavoring 
to give a faint sketch of; for I was but too well aware that I was no 
more than a man, and his worship no less; and hence it occurred to 
me that the idea of our celestial natures might be alla vanity. How- 


- ever, a glance among my c»mpanions quickly corrected the chimera ; 


for, notwithstanding that they were the dregs of a superabundant po- 
pulation—the very “cankers of a calm world and a long peace,” 
every countenance manifested feelings of pity and indignation in 
unison with my own, and evinced a strong inclination to hur! his 
justiceship heels over head out of the window. For myself I could 
have cheerfully hunted him through a field of briers with a pack of 
harriers: and, if well secured from the consequences, I fear it would 
have given me the utmost felicity to have been after taking the mea- 
sure of his sacred person with my well-approved boot-jack. 


As I was wreaking all sorts of imaginary vengeance upon the un- 
conscious police magistra'e, a large man, dressed in a pilot cloth pea. 
jacket, and a tarpaulin hat, with a deep dinge in the crown—whom I 
at once recognized as the ruffian that had insulted the woman under 
my wiadow—came out of the back office. I marked him intently, 


and as he passed by he threwa sharp glance at me, but instantly 
averted his head with a slight appearance of conf ; Not so in. 
stantly, however, but that he left an impression on my mind that 


was something in the expression of his features, rather than in 
pee Bet Gansstives which I had been familiar with ; and this 
fact puzzled me sorely then, and for many a day after, for I eguid 
find no memorandum on the tablets of my memory, which gave me 
the most distant clue to any previous acquaintanceship with such a 
formidable, sallow-faced, big-whiskered ruffian. 


€. 


—————— 
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Meanwhile, a ny a well-dressed, stout, comfortable, and 
raaes Ba Ponce agginet sore jutealle vowdioe, had tahen upon ber 
swear inst some juvenile ro . en upon her- 
coll ieaaeey S the Sesser Coated, by slow 
—yet all too quick, fer surely to one so wretched, death must have 
been a blessing,—came so far to herself as to be conscious of her 
existence, and able, with assistance, to stand upright. The comfort- 
able looking lady then whispered something to his worship, who an- 
swered with a still small laugh, very like devil’s, when he has 
something roguish in his mind’s eye. ex 
Q, yes; the complainant won’t swear, so I have no objection. 
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' CHAPTER II. 

A fertnight had elapsed since the opening of our story, when two 
females sat conversing in a magnificent chamber in one of the lower 
wards of this city. A first glance at the apartment produced sensa- 
tiohs akin to the realization of a bower in fairy land; a further ex- 
amination might have been attended with feelings of mistrust and 
pain. The furniture was extravagantly rich ; the hangings and dra- 
pery of the room were actually gorgeous; and the arrangement of 
the whole gave evidence of a taste of the very highest order; but the 
walls.were adorned with a number of costly oil paintings; and here 
lay the difficulty : for each and all of them were of an exciting cha- 
racter—caleulated (if not intended)—to inspire feelings of voluptu- 
ousness, apd to cause the heart of sternest virtue to relax into the 
soft ambrosial abandon, of a Musselman in his Hourii’s heaven. In 


_ these paintings were commemorated in warm Titian colors, nearly 


every eelebrated scene recorded in the annals of love. Ixion em- 
bracing the mock Juno—Mars and Venus beneath the net work 
thrown over them and their couch of roses, by the offended Vulcan 
—the nuptials of Haidee and Juan on the sea beach—the Rape of 
Luerece—Leda and her Swan—Diana abandoning herself to the plea- 
sures of the unconscious of the presence of the excited hunter 
—Hugo and ina in their bower—Dauphne flying from the em- 
braces of Lysander, but beckoning him to foliow—and the loves of 
Dido and Enead were especially prominent; but the centre piece, 
the most striking of all, was a dazzlingly beautitul figure of Venus, 
standing on a shrine, befure which knelt Diana sacrificing to her 
newly acknowledged mistress a bleeding heart, while all the other 
deities, from Jupiter to the Cyclops, *'.od around, participating in 
ihe worship, and humbly admitting the supremacy of the goddess of 
love and beauty. 

One of the two females who were conversing in this bower of 
bliss was a fat jolly looking person ; but notwithstanding her smiles 
there was someting very coarse, sinister, and forbidding, in her 
great red round face, which was most amply provided for in the 
way of carbuncles and pimples. She seemed, indeed, as much out 
cf place in that ificent chamber, as, to use a homely simile—a 
hog ina flower garden. But if this female was so much below the 
sphere of the apartment. her companion was just as much above it, 
for the louked as thong'a she were the concentration of every female 





But must pay the costs.” 

“* How much ?” 

“Pll only charge it as a case of drunkeness—five dollars ‘” 

Whereupon the fat lady instantly paid the money, and by the aid 
of a watchman employed for the purpose, conveyed the victim of 
famine and judicial brutality from the office. 

Sickened to the hdart by this villainous mockery of a court of jue 
tice I delivered myself of a silent prayer for its total absorption into 
the deepest bowels of the earth through the immediate agency of 
some charitable earthquake, and forthwith returned to my comfort- 
able asylum of single blessedness. 
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beauty, without a tinge of any female weakness. Never have we 
seen in any other woman a figure so symmetrical—a carriage so 
graceful—a bearing commanding—and a face so surpassingly beau- 
tiful. Indeed, the effect of her loveliness was absolutely startling. 
Had she lived in by-gone times, she might have been taken for Ve- 
nus just risen from her parent sea, and before the embraces of a god 
had dimmed the lustre of her virgin glories. And yet the compari. 
son is not a good one; for the face of Venus was a mirror which 
reflected the weaknesses of an all too tender nature; whereas, the 
countenance of the marvellous beauty I am attempting to describe, 
was almost awful in its expression of pride, chastity, and truth. So 
much indeed was this the case, that the natural feelings her loveli- 
ness inspired, were supptessed and abashed by the fears which its 
severe dignity awakened. And to heighten her wondrous charms 
the shadow of a recent illness which lingered in her ripening cheek, 
seemed to spiritualize the returning bloom it gently struggled with. 
Indeed the feelings she engendered in those who beheld her for the 
first time partook of a divine effect, for they felt as if they could 
adore, rather than love her—as if they could kneel to her, but 
might not presume to make her the object of a material passion.— 
The cause of this was that there was a cold expression, perhaps of 
a selfish hau,htiness, on her peerless brow, which forbade that ex- 
tatic tenderness of affection which has its crowning bliss in uie hope 
of awakening a mutual feeling. A sense, as it were, of her own 
Superiority appeared to pervade her matchless charms. And yet I 
must not slander the beautiful invalid by insinuating that one might 
trace any thing appertaining to a vulgar self-importance about her ; 
on the contrary, it was the very absence of all affectation and ap- 
pearance of maiden vanity from her beautiful face which princi- 
pally inspired any doubt that might have existed of the tenderness 
of her nature; for it was evident to any person even moderately 
skilled in the mysteries of the human countenance that she permit- 
ted her brow to be the true index of her brain and heart—not, per- 
haps, that there was nothing within which female delicacy might 
not wish to hide, but because she was too proud to care to hide it. 
Perhaps her form was too tall; but were it less commanding, it 
would not have been in keeping with the majesty of her counte- 
nance. Her figure was fuill—or at least was made to eppear so by 
the superb developements of ber bust and hips. Her eyes were as 








iv 
Siack as death. Her hair was of the deepest postible auburn ; al- 
- most—if the idea might be permitted—of a golden black ; fell 


sadiown her graceful neck ina wild profusion of natural ringlets, as 
af for the purpose of enhancing the brilliancy of her polished should- 
ers, which peeped |:.rough the dark interstices of her wanton locks, 
tike things of turned i Her dress—a loose robe de chembre— 
aegligently put on, partially revealed her glowing bosom, and its 
“globes of snow—a peep at which would have destroyed the philoso- 
phy of a whole school of stoics, or brought even a Plato to his knees. 
Zn short, in outward womanhood, at least, she was perfection’s self- 
personified; but with all her excessive beauty there was, as I have 
already hinted, a severity in her countenance which bespoke a heart 
but little influenced by the softer emotions, and which was well cal- 
-eulated to produce despair in a lover’s soul, or to abash the gaze of 
wulgar voluptuousness. 

The eldest of these two females might have been easily recognized 
as the fat lady, spoken of in the last chapter; but it weuld have 
Seen a matter of some difficulty to have identified the younger one 
‘with the starving and ragged wretch who a few days before had 
dmplored in vain for a crust to eat, and could only obtain a temporary 
security from the pitiless storm by submitting to usage which might 
have aroused indignation in the heart of a dog. 

Nevertheless the unfortunate Mary Anson and this peerless beauty, 

ow surrounded with princely magnificence, were one and the same 
person ; but alas! she was not to be congratulated on the change; 
for there was something- about her companion and the apartment she 
reclined in, which seemed to indicate that guilt—at least in the per- 
spective—had been the medium of her escape from poverty to afilu- 
ence. 
“< Now, really my dear girl,” said the fat lady—-who was suffi. 
ciently known in this city some dozen years ago as Mrs. Gallanan— 
““ now, really, my dear girl, you must nurse yourself for a few days 
Senger; your health thight be impaired, you know, by any sudden ex- 
“posure in this weather.” 

“ I have stood worse and starved through ii,” returned Miss An- 
son, “‘and even found my health too good, as it reminded me tiie 
smore strongly of the keenness of my appetite.” 

“Still, my love, I can't think of letting you risk yourself,” said 
Mrs. Gallanan. 

“*You are extremely tender of me,” answered the fair invalid, 
with a sneer that had something of the laughing devil in it, and con- 
trasted most strangely with her serene beauty, and the voice of melo- 
‘dy in which she expressed herself. 

“Of course I am, my dear,” said the fat woman, a little confusedly, 
“* for, as I have borne you from the womb of the grave, I almost look 

m you as my own daughter.” 

“And thereby the daughter of infamy !—oh, good mother!” re. 
tarned Mary, bending on her companion a look intense with mockery 
and scorn. 

“ How, girl, is this your gratitude ?” exclaimed Mrs. Gallahan. 

“Gratitude for what?” eneeringly enquired Miss Anson. “ For 
rc rm me from the grave for a penny, to sell me to the devil for 
2 nd!” 

“*I thought you told me that you cared nothing for the foolish 
Saws of society,” observed the older female. 

“ I care but little,” said Mary, “‘ and yet more than most others— 
af E may judge from experience.” 

“ You are right, child. The laws of society are unnatural, and 
Aherefore only made to be broken.” 

“* What! is there then no virtue in the world ?” 

“0 yes, there is some ; but it is only to be feund in those who be. 
img compelled (as all are,) to follow their inclinations, have the ho. 
a avow it!” 

“* That’s a precious excuse for infamy!” | 

“its the simple truth. The only sin I admit of is being one 
thing, and pretending to be the other; and that’s the way with your 
strict society.” 

“By that rule, Mrs. Gallanan, you are on the straight road to 
heaven.” ‘“ Thope for the best, child.” 

“* And recklessness and degradation are the stepping stones.” 

«© You mean pleasure and nature.” 

“*I mean what I say; though I doubt not you name them truly 
according to the devil’s ak aca 

**Why Miss Anson—how you change your mind ?” 

“**Is it any wonder,” returned Mary, who rose from a crimson 
velvet ree § on which she had been reclining, with the native ma- 
_Jesty of a Juno on her throne, and paced slowly up and down the 
apartment, speaking rather in soliloquy, than to her companion, “ Is 
it any wonder, when I stand wavering between suicide and crime, 
:and have no other alternative but starvation. And yet there seems 
fut little grounds for hesitation ; for surely the power that knows 
ali motives, if he be as just as he is great, would rather reward than 
punish us for leaving this state of our existence in order to avoid the 
cisk of becoming a ce to it.” 

“Why gracious, Miss Ansor! surely, you can’t be thinking of 
«uicide 7” exclaimed the fat pa - — 

“And suppose I was,” continued Mary, sti in soliloquy, 
““ might not the thought be justified? Aye, and the act too! Where. 
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fore would I prolong a miserable existence but to wither away grain, 
by grain grain a death, without death’s rest? Were I as in- 
nocent as wretched, there would be yA excuse for life, for ¥e I 
might regard my sufferings as a series of trials to prepare me for a 
better world ; si were Ise guilty as wretched, there would still be 
an excuse—for then it would not be such torture to seck in depravity 
a defence against starvation. But thus to stand, an outcast frora 
virtue, yet afraid of vice—a being to whom honor is a mockery, and 
infamy a torture—it is too—too bad! O yee, death by any means — 
were the wisest and the nobleet resolve. d as I am now, worse 
may follow ; for, with my present prospects before me, the longer I 
live, the more unfit I shall be to die.” 

** You sheuld have thought of all that before you put me to sueh 
an expense for your dresses and jewelry, young lady,” interposed 
Mrs. Gallanan. 

“ You bought them at your own suggestion, and I have neither 
seen nor worn them,” said Mary. 

“True; but my experience in these matters made me easy on that 
account,” returned Mrs. G., “ for out of at least a hundred young 
ladies whom I have had the good nature to rescue from misfortune in 
my time, you are the only one who has repaid me with ingratitude! 
And, by the way, if one may judge from your own lamentations, 
you have gone the way of most others of the daughters of Eve before 
now.” 

* Old woman, if you knew me you would not mock me with your 
vulgar taunts,” said Mary sternly—“I may have been a fool—a 
victin—perhaps an avenger; but stand the case as it will, it must 
have been a secret worth preserving that compelled a well born lady, 
and in some matters not an unwise one—whom the rich and powerful 
sighed, and pined—nay even fought and bled for—to seck a refuge 
in the channel and the felon’s den—and more than all, to eat your 
bread, and suffer your companionship.” ue 

“Then I am to understand you are determined on killing your- 
self?” said Mrs. Gallanan, at the same time smothering a rising fit 
of passion—probably out of prudential motives; for there seemed 
something dangerous in the expresion of her companion’s eyes. 

“No. My mind has taken another turn.” — 

.* Thank for that!”’ piously ejaculated the fat _ 

** Confine your thanks to the devil, for he gives you all you get |” 
added her beautiful] patient. : 

* Well, let who will receive — give them freely,” said Mrs. 
Ga)lanan, “because now you must decide in my favor,” 

«© Why must I ?” 

“ O, that is easily told. Simply because you are too beautiful to 
be honest. Why, now, look you, child—what could you do without 
money in your pocket !—Stitch women’s ware in a garret !|—Wash 
dishes in a kitchen !—Dandle brats in a nursery !—Open school ! 
Do as you may—and with such a face and form as those (unless you 
anticipate hell by turning married woman) you'll find yourself like 
a stag at bay, fifty times in every twenty-four hours. No, child, 
flesh and blood could not bear it. If Diana had half your beauty, 
and was to live in this wicked world, with nothing but her bows and 
arrows to protect her, I would not venture a single sixpence on her 
safety. I tell you again and again, Miss Anson, that you are too 
handsome to be honest, for the public won’t stand it.” 

“ Were I in a happier mood,” said Miss Anson, “ I might affect to 
gainsay your position on the score of moJesty, but as it is, 1 must ad- 
mit I have reason to believe that it is but too well founded. Before 
I was reduced to the state of hideous misery in which you found me, 
I had made many attempts to earn an humble, honest, livelihood. I 
had applied for employment to the aged, but was met with indecent 
inuendoes and vile jests. With the pious I fared no better, only that 
they made their advances with demurer words and longer faces.— 
When I undertook the drudgery of a kitchen, instant flight had to 
Save me from open outrage. And in short, utter wretchedness seemed 
. be the only aiternative that remained open to me from utter degra- 

ation. 

* Didn’t I say so?” exclaimed Mrs. Gallanan, in a rapture, “ Hu- 
man nature, child—human nature is not to be humbugged by fana- 
tical fooleries, and false notions of honor. What we should do, we 
must do—that’s the law of all laws, Miss Anson. And for my part, 
I’m truly glad of it; for if human nature was a thing to be put in 
tethers by human legislation, the world would soon be worn out by 
improvement, like courtezan’s face or a hypochondriac physic-fan- 
cier’s stomack, But now I suppose I may preparefor your debut. 

“* Yes; but remember every thing must be as I suggested. I am 
to have no intercourse with you or yours but exch as can’t be avoi- 
ded. And please remind that jabbering Count of yours (my noble 
cousin for the nonce) that if he attempts to presume on his relation. 
ship by taking any impertinent liberties, I'll return iiardor by blow- 
Be v4 oo i she pared f h 

nd, as if to show that was ‘or any such emergency, 
Miss Anson produced a beautiful little pocket pistol, which she han. 
dled with the air of a connoisseur. a 

“No person shall interfere with your plans,” returned the fat Ja- 
dy; who thereon suddenly withdrew frem the room, looking the 
while as if she felt at least as apprehensive for the safety of herown 
brains, as regarding those of the poor Count. 
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“7 will my destiny no more," soliloquized M Anson, 
when she found herself Bn “Had I not fallen I wl ht have 
struggled on ; but having thrown away the jewel, it would be an ab- 
sudity to set too much value on the empty casket ; and so here goes 
to stand the full hazard of the die. Alas!” she continued, “ how 
different is the reality from the hope of life. But a truce with re- 

I'll look back no more—but henceforth regard every event as 
te; and every quibble of remorse or conscience as the foolish effect 
of childish prejudice or education.” x 

And verily, the fair philosopher did appear to find some relief in 
this precious moceau of utopian ent; for immediately as she 
had done speaking, she relaxed her brow—threw herself in a rocking 
chair—and was soon lost to all the vulgar concerns of this world in 
the mystery of the ‘* Adventures of a Lady of Quality,” which had 
no doubt been furnished from the library of the worthy Mrs. Galla- 
nan, with theview that her fair patient might profit, and be duly ed- 
ified by the double refined reflections and instructions of its gifted 
authoress on and in the sublime art of virtue made easy. 

CHAPTER III. 

Never was a place so libelled, slandered, and villified as the noble 
city of New York. People all over the world are in the habit of 
regarding it as a mere Dutch built, matter of fact, anti-romantie sort 
of place, where all our adventurers are confined to buying and sell- 
ing, with an occasional lecture by some New England compiler of 
ing books, or travelling, trans-Atlantic meuntebank and a dol. 
tar hop at one of our legion uf public ball rooms, by way of lite- 
rary ation, and sacrifices to the idols of dissipation and high 
life; whereas New York is in fact a very mine of marvels, so ripe 
and teeming that if it was only fairly explored, its rare gems and 
precious metals would furnish capital sufficient for a goodly catalo- 
gue of comedies, tragedies, tales, romances, and extravaganzas, of 
all kinds, without the aid of foreign ornament. 

Indeed the materials are so profuse that the author who deals in 
them requires neither invention nor imagination, but merely a fair ta- 
tent for telling the truth takingly, for once he begins, he will find 
seattered about him in rich confusion any quantity of the prettiest 
and most interesting little loves—murders—intrigues—sentimental 
suicides—broken hearts—secret associations—forced marriages— 
mysterious orphans—curious coincidences—midnight strangers 
muffled up in dark cloaks, and looking suggestive of Spanish stillet- 
toes—nay even of duels, conspiracies and ghosts—that ever threw a 
blotter of white paper into a rhapsody, or astounded and captivated 
the reading public. And then for characters, singular, distinct and 
numerous, we stand pyramidically pre-eminent over all the world. 
Talk of London and Paris: they are not to be mentioned in the 
same day with New York; for whenever any son of a woman be- 
longing to either of the former places finds he has a genius above the 
common, he is almost sure to he off to (Jotham to speoulate on it. 
So is it with the karremables of Dublin, Edmburgh, Vienna, St. 
Petersburgh, Madrid, Amsterdam, Stockholm, Brussels, and every 
ather place where young gentlemen are given to the popular accom. 
plishment of making their native country too hot to hold them; and 
hence dear delightful New York is the El Dorado of heroes, vision. 
aries, fortune hunters, loafers, Jeremy Diddlers, disconsolate authors, 
and all other interesting characters, ad infinitum, from the exqui- 
site pirate who occasionally perambulates Broadway in white satin 
waistcoat and occasionally makes people walk the plank on the high 
seas—to the poor devils that pick up a living by playing elephant’s 
legs and the like for two shillings a night at our various theatres. 

Does any one doubt all this, let him take a bird’s eye view of our 
boarding houses, hotels, and billiard rooms, courts, prisons, é&c., in 
comparison with the same human reservoirs in other cities, and he 
will speedily acknowledge that I have claimed no honor for New 
York to which she is not strictly entitled; and lest he might think I 
have carried the matter a little too far in respect of the pirate, I 
would here observe that one of the most Adonis-cheeked, Beau 
Brammell-looking fellows I ever saw lounging along the pave of our 
most fashionable thoroughfares was sadly suspected of commanding 
a long, low, herring-built schooner, which followed the trade of 
seuttling and throat-cutting between here and the West India Isi- 


, 


_Now, gentle reader, after the above homily, or whatever you may 
choose to call it, you will be ina fair way to be introduced toa slight 
2 with my fellow denizens in number 202 Broadway ; 
allow me to add that it is probably an advantage to you to be 
introdaced to them in a book, rather than in propria persona, on 
the ground that could the latter idea be realized in your favor, it is 
fifty to one but that some of them would seduce you into a recom- 
nda tailor: coax you to endorse a note: allure youa 
stick a the shape of your own sweet self at the end of a bil- 
tiard ene; borrow your loose change: or, by the gods, failing in 
all gentler means to find the way to your sensibilities—pick your 


pockets. 

Nevertheless we were all gentlemen, every mother’s son of us; 
and had even a fair sprinkling of nobility and royalty ————— 
for on the fourth story alone we had a French baron, a French 
count, and a Spanish Don, who was,@y his own showing, a very 






near relative to some half-dozen of the crowned heads,—and ina sky 

parlor above (for the which he promised to pay eight shillings a 

week) a German prince hung out his banner, who used to amuse his 

royal leisure chiefly by making night hideous with a voice like a hip- 

ee ee a cracked guitar—but not unfrequently by washing 
is shirt. 

For the plain esquires—(we permitted nothing less aristocratic at 
202)—there were about thirty of us, each occupying a a separte “ suit 
of apartments,” which we invariably entitled our little ten by twelve 
snuggeries; and truly, taking us round and sqnare, and making all 
due allowance for young blood and the eccentricities of genius, 
— of us being a genius in his own way) we were as suspicious a 

raternity of young, middle aged, and antique gentlemen about 
town, as ever lived by their wits ina large city. I say lived by their 
wits, because few of us had professions that were worth sixpence 2 
year to us ;—fewer yet had rent rolls, or legacies ;—not a man Jack 
of us could or would have done any thing that might fall under the 
denomination of hard work to have saved half creation from the fate 
of Sodom and Gomorrah—and yet we all dressed like nabobs—lived 
like fighting cocks—talked of our conquests and cruelties among the 
hearts of rich heiresses—lounged about the City Hotel steps, and 
other fashionable places o® public nuisance, and drank good wine 
by the demijohn. 

_ The royalty and nobility, with the exception of the baroa—I be- 
lieve, (God forgive me if I slander them) were all pick-pockets or 
black legs. Among the gentry we had several lawyers without 
briefs ; one or two poets without muses ; net a few speculative mi- 
nisters about to agitate new systems of religion ; a gentleman for 
the nonce—that is, a lady who had run away from her husband, 
also [ suspect from her lover, and substituted a military froek coat, 
inexpressibles of course, (in consideration of her feminine predilec- 
tions) and Wellington boots. The balance was made up of three or 
four worthies who called themselves professors—they should have 
added of “ Humbug”—a fair ratio of quack doctors, quack dentists, 
quack playactors, and quack portrait painters; the whole being 
sprinkled here and there with a few tolerably honest fellows who 
had either allowances from their friends, or else made out the cause 
in a legitimate manner ; and among the latter category I have the 
vanity to flatter myself that I stood A number one. 

We had one universal genius among us, however, that fung us all 
into shade—a worthy named Philip O’Hara, who wrote pamphlets 
and newspapers; brought out anew patent vegetable pill, manufac- 
tured chiefly from pulverized potato skins, and strongly recommend- 
ed by a list of certificates as long as a liberty pole, for the cure of cen- 
sumption, sore eyes, and the king’s evil; kept a land office as much 
for the sale ef property in the moon as any where else; invented a 
pavigable steam balloon, and organized a company to put it in oper- 
ation; performed, when lard up, as supernumerary at all the the- 
atres; lectured on phrenolozy; cut corns; gave private instructions 
in the mysteries of the Thimble Rig—and would, I am persuaded, 
have undertaken to have produced the perpetual metion, for couple of 
tumblers of whiskey punch, and under forfeiture of his head in case 
of a failure. 

All living, as we did, in separate nooks, we had but little to say or 
do with each other, a state of non.intercourse which might have been 
partially owing to the presumed fact, that each thought the others @ 
@ pack of humbugs, and himself a species of martyr thrown among 
them asa punishment for his sins. Nevertheless, we were very fair 
neighbors, and enjoyed each other’s company tolerably well—at a 
distance. Indeed there was only one thing that troubled us in com- 
mon, besides paying the rent, ard this was a villainous taste for music 
on the part of afew of us, which compelled all the others to turn 
musicians in their own defence. 

I will explain how this was. We numbered in our host, a bass viol- 
player, a fiddler, three practitioners on cracked flutes, a chamber 
organist, a couple of guitarists, a trombonist, a hurdy-gurdyist, six 
first rate vocalists, with voices of all grades from the inspiring me- 
lody of a rusty hinge, to the interesting bass of an adult bull-frog— 
and a keg bugler; and as a full choir of these favorites of Apollo 
usually went off into full blast for a couple of hours every night, for 
the purpose, apparently, of ushering in the following morning with 
melody—for they rarely left off before twelve o’clock—we, who were 
anti-performers on any legitimate instrument began to fear that we 
would be sung to dea like swans—with this difference, however, 
that it would not be by our own music. As a preventive, we tried 
cotton; but it was like damming up a cataract with a pitchfork— 
an attempt to escape the melodious tornado by a retreat under the 
blankets, was just as ineff=ctual; and we were reduced to the brink 
of despair when the universal genius being unable to sleep, and feel- 
ing inspired to do something in aid of the concord of sweet sounds, 
procured an infernal glass-horn, that might have been heard from the 
Bull's Head to the Battery, and forthwith fell in with the band. 
This naturally gave all of us, who had previously no music in our 
souls, the cue, and we accordingly became amateurs, on a variety of 
wind and other instruments. Two or three for instance followed 
suit, provided themselves with glass horns; others of more ori- 
ginal genius became professors on the poker and fender, the candle- 
sticks and bread-baskets, and other domestic substitutcs for Turkish 





gongs; while the mnjority possessed themselves of penny trnmpets, 
penny whistl+s, bird-calls, corn-crackers, toy-drums, &c.; so that on 
the whole, waen a tolerable number of us were present, and went 
hard at it, we used to get a Sag Pg tng 
ment. It must be admitted, however, that our combined perfor- 
mance was quite peculiar in its effects; because, whereas, other 
music has charms to soothe the savage breast, ours was quite suffi- 
cient to have frightened Belzebub out of his seven senses. In 
it was said that we did fmghten several honest people out of the 
i ; and one of them in the very nick of time too; for he 
cleared out-the night before quarter day, and made our midnight 
sacrifices to the divine science an excuse for not paying the rent. 


I believe our performers in general felt not a whit more edified 
than our more peaceably disposed neighbors, by one anothers’ contri- 
butions to the Fens stock; but on the contrary, that each wished 
all the rest in the moon, or probably in a worse place, twenty times 


a night; however, as we were ail men of stamina, none could think - 


of beirig the first to back out; and hence we continued to perform 
our demoniac oratorias, and—I fear I might add in the most positive 
sense of the word—to make night hideous, fer many a long week ; 
and doubtlessly we would have gone on at the same rate for many @ 
long week more—unless, indeed, (which is not unlikely,) we had 
cracked all our lungs, or been indicted by the Grand Jury, in the 
interim—but for an occurrence which will hereafter develope itself. 

The genius, myself, and a person who, as he requested me to in. 
dulge him with an alias, in case I published ‘‘ my memoirs,” I shall 
call John Smith—were in the habit of meeting occasionally in each 
other’s apartments, for the purpose of discussing the affairs of the 
nation, and whatever commodities in the refreshment line the gods 
and “ mine host” for the time being, might have seen convenient to 
provide for us. 

One night we assembled at O’Hara’s, and, as usual, when it came 
to Phil’s turn to do the genteel—the order of the feast was oysters 
and whisky punch; and let me add, that my talented friend brewed 
the last item in such a superior manner as to give the decided lie to 
the old adage, which is pleased to inform usthat the man who is Jack 
at all trades can be good at none—Phil, indeed, claimed the art of 
puneh-making as his chef d’euvre; and faith he performed it ona 
principle which would, I fear, if generally understood now-a-days, be 
found a very awkward stumbling block in the path of the tee-total 
pledge. A part of his secret, Iremember, was to establish the basis 
of his ambrosia upon a most scrupulously measured body of soft wa- 
ter, red hot—and to eschew every portion of the lemon but the rind; 
and then, when the whisky and sugar were added, with certain mys- 
terious rites and ceremonies, a nectar was prepared which was suffi- 
cient to indemnify a man for all the sin and suffering of this wicked 
world, with the sole exception of the awful head-ache which too deep 
a devotion to its excellence was almost certain to leave behind it, as 
a remembrancer for te following morning. 

“Let us improve time now,” said Phil, when he had perfect- 
ed his cencoction, “and get comfortably over the Rubicon before 
them devils begin.” 

« What, the musicians? Why, Phil, you generally hang fire until 
they quicken your intellects, and call forth the melody of your infer- 
nal glass horn.” 

*¢ Ay, but that time has gone by,” »eturned O'Hara, with a sharp 
but a timid glance at the back of his chair: “for between you and 
me, boys, I heard enough last night to frighten the notion of music 
out of me till the day of my death.” 

“ Why, what the devil did you hear ?” 

“ Maybe the devil himself,” said O’Hara ; “ but at at all events it 
was something mighty strange anyway; and what troubles me most 
is that nobody appears have taken any notice of it but myself!” 

“It may have been a new musical instrument, man.” 

“It was new enough—devil a doubt of that-—but no mortal man 

on it; and faith I’m so melancholy on the head of it, that 
’m thinking it might have been the family banshee of the O’Hara’s 


all the way from the Village of Donnaraile, that came to warn me of 
my latter end.” 


** What’sa banshee ?” enquired Smith. 

** A ghost—a kind of family familiar.” 

“Pooh man, you were dreaming.” 

“ You will try to persuade me I was asleep next,” said O’Hara, 
‘and the whole boiling of us in full roar at the ‘ime, making a hur- 
raballoo that might have burst a thunder cloud. No, faith, I was 
even too wide awake at the time, for the quiet of my conscience— 
and there’s a proof of it.” 

Saying which, O'Hara pointed to the remains of his glass-horn, 
which lay in asmall heap in a corner shivered into a thousand inglo. 
rious fragments. 

“© Phil, if you were neither asleep or dreaming, you must have 
been raising spirits up by pouring spirits down.” 

“Well, may be so. But let us change the subject, for even the 
whiskey cant make it agreeable. But say, Tom, how gets on the 
war with Miss Livingston?” 

“QO devil a chance for me unless I drop in for @ fortune or an earl. 
dem. Sure, man, she’s worth fifty-thousand; and her mother, who 
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is divided in her predilections between rank and riches, puts her up 
to the best blood, or the highest bidder.” 

‘“* Why, what the deuce do Americans care about good blood ?” 

‘‘ More than you think for! for though it is only a new disease, it 
has become nearly epidemic with the ton! The fact is, Phil, that 
since the marriage of Miss Astor to Baron Romff—three-fourths of 
our fashionable ladies have gone title mad.” 

‘“‘A fica for such ladies,” said Smith, “if they cared for the title 
rather than the man, I’m hang’d if any of them shoul 


d have me. 
And so Miss Livingston won't marry you, because you can’t make 


her Lady or Baroness Stapleton.” 

‘‘ I’m not'so sure that she’d me under any circumstances ! 
Devil be in you, don’t mention the thi , for if it get’s wind the poor 
girl will be shipped off to a desolate i or mewed up in that 
great ogre castle of her fathers, on an allowance of bread and water, 
to get her out of the taste of cheap living and a five hundred a-year 
lover. However, in justice to the young lady aforesaid, I must say 
that she’s a true republican, and laughs at her mother’s propgnsity 
for name handles.” ‘ 

“You are not so much in love as me,” said Phil, ‘ or you would 
not give up the ship so easily.” 

“You in lore!” ~ 

“Yes, and with twice Lucy’s fortune, surrounded by twenty 


times as many of what you would call difficulties.” 
‘* What's the name ?” 


“Can't tell till she changes it.” 

“‘ Why, is the issue so near ?” 

‘Not exactly; but by all accounts I’m just the sort of fellow the 
poor girl is dyfng for, and that’s my starting point!” 

“You don’t mean to say that you speak so confidently without 
having broached the subject ?” 

“I do, upon my conscience, for I never saw the lady but once, 
and then I had barely time to throw a quotation from Byron at her 
—and to vow that she looked like the Queen of the Amazons.” 

“O monstrous !” 

“‘ Downright gencralship, for I knew her forte. She's nerve you 
see to the back bone, and sympathises with nothing else. But the 
best of it is, she’s an orphan in the hands of guardians, who (to the 
end of marrying her off toa fledgeling of their own) keep her as ex- 
clusive as a reel in a bottle, and won’t let any thing in the likeness 
of a handsome young fellow come within rifle shot of her.” 

‘‘ How is that the best of it, Phil?” ; 

“Why, you booby, because it removes all rivalry toany determined 
knight-errant, but trom a fellow whom the girl is bound by all the 
laws of romance to hate and run awayfrom. But here’s her health, 
and if you’re in the humor I'll couple it with a song of my own 
weaving, which will let yeu into a trifle of the lady's private 
history.” 

“That's a man, O’Hara.” 

Out with it, Phil.” 

“Whereon O’Hara sang the following in a fine manly voice and to 


a dashing Irish melody, the name of which, however, has escaped 
my memory. 


O HERE’S TO THE MAIDEN. 
O! here’s to the maiden whom nothing can baulk, 
She’s the heart of a lion—the ege of a hawk, 
The pride of an eagle—the pace of a deer, 
And her portion—ye gods—is five thousand a year. 
This maiden is lovely—this maiden is bright— 
But in billing or cooing she takes no delight : 
You must plead like a man to her—not like a fool— 
Or she’ll comb out your curls, with a three-legged stool. 


She sighs not, she pines not, she studies no grace ; 

She bunts and she drives, but she never makes lace; 
She swims the deep lake, where no bottom is found ; 
And she mounts her good steed with a warrior’s bound. 


Then here’s to the girl—(not forgetting her pelf,) 
Who wouldn’t cry hold to the devil himself; 

Yet she’s joyous and gentle—tho’ void of all fear— 
And her portion—ye gods—is five thousand a year. 

« Bravo—bravo—bravo ! Why, Phil, you couldn’t get your life 
insured for ninety per cent, per annum, if you married such a wo- 
man as that.” 

« She’s just such a woman as aman ought to marry,” returned 
O’Hara, “ because she feels so proud in her petticoats that she would 
never condescend to exchange them tor another unmentionable arti- 
cle. But there goes the d—d hurdy-gurdy to lead off with, and now 
harmony must give place to music. 


As O’Hara was speaking, the hurdy.gurdy struck up “‘ The Grand 


March in Blue Beard ;” this brought out one of the cra flutes in 
‘ Let’s Haste to the Wedding;” the key.bugle next ¢htered the 


arena, with ‘‘ Here’s a Health to all Lasses.” Then, as if by 
mutual agreement, another of the crack’d flut:s’and one of the 
fiddles’ went off in the Overture to Massaniello; the third flute next 
made its debut in ‘* Molly put the Kettle on.” The guitarists and 
yoealists then went at it with a little of every thing. And finally, 
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the fenders, pokers, bread baskets, horns, drums, bird calls, and 
penny hts vere pt in requisition, making altogether such a 
ible medley that, seriously ing, it was God’s mercy and a 
ities that some of us did not die of it. O'Hara, Smith, 

and Seeall had given up speaking, arid were marching with despe- 
rate strides into the whiskey punch, when suddenly one of the most 
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that pesiod a rigorous free thinker, “could it have been a sudden 
gust of wind?” 

** Hush,” whispered O'Hara, as the mysterious sound was renew- 
ed; but this time it was continued for several seconds, and died 
away in a low, painful, and unearthly moan. / 

« Whatever it may be, there is no mockery about it,” said I: “ for 
20 imitation of sorrow or misery could be so faithful !” 

“ It is a spirit, so sure as lama man!” said O'Hara; “and I 
fear the mysfery is that we have some murderer under this roof.” 

Again the sound burst forth in a dismal how), which, though low 
and apparently suppressed, was painfully distinct amid the babel- 
jargon of the instruments; and then it graduated toa moan, and died 
away, to be heard no nore. 


‘* After that,” exclaimed Smith, “ our Epicurean philosophy may 
be a humbug.” 


sid on I enquired, “‘ do you believe we have been listening to a 
spirit 

“Not qnite,—but faith, I must confess that these sounds are any 
thing but refreshing to a man who makes it a pastime to laugh at 
the idea of an immaterial world. But I'll think better of it.” 

The music continuing, we were again compclled to betake our- 
selves silently to our punch and cigars, which we remained busily 
engaged at until we were disturbed by another circumstance. But 
having spun out this chapter to an unusual length, I will close it by 
observing, as an evidence of the fearful character of the mysterious 
sounds we had heard, that they led to the conversion of my friend 
Smith. From that night he abandoned atheism—conviction of the 
divine truths of revelation followed—and he is at the present writ- 
ing, a rather eminent and truly pious divine in the Presbyterian 


CHAPTER IV. 

Our landlady (for it was one of the gentle sex that presided over 
the destinies of 202) was one of the oddest specimens of woman- 
hood that isted. 
amiss in feature; but her utter disregard for her personal 
attractions was such, that she left them nearly, or altogether in the 
hands of nature, There was something, I apprehend, hydrophobical 
in her system, inasmuch as she rarely visited her hands or face with 
the infliction of an ablution in the liquid element above eight times 
@ year—and as — disturbed the knotty labyrinths of her maiden 

by the in of comb or brush; the vanity of stockings, 
when called abroad on state occasions, was a thing unknown 
to her ;—and as she seldom if ever indulged herself in the popular 
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A vestal, was she, of middie age, and not. 
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heart-rending shrieks that ever fell on the ear of mortal man mingled 
for an instant with the music, and then ceased. 


* By heavens, there it is again,” exclaimed O’Hara, starting on 


his feet. ‘* Now, boys, wasI right? Is not that a voice frum ang- 
ther world?” 


“I never heard any thing to equal it,” said Smith, who was at 
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weakness of a nap under the blankets—and appeared on each suc- 
ceeding day, the occasions of her semi-quarterly sacrifices to the 
graces always excepted, precisely as she had done on the day before 
—only a shade dirtier—it was the prevailing opinion that she rarely 
frittered away any of her time in the absurd and laborious alterna- 
tions of stripping and dressing. She occupied a little narrow three 
feet by seven hole in the wall, situated at the end of the hall, and 
commanding a view of it through a single pane of the dirtiest possi- 
ble green glass, whereat the fair recluse used to reconnoitre the 
passage whenever a ring at the door, or any unusual bustle on the 
stairs, inspired her vigilance. The furniture of this contracted den 
was an old hanging book-shelf, piled with musty volumes—an ill- 
fashioned moth-eaten sofa, that nearly filled it, and nothing more; if 
we except its drapery of cobwebs, and sundry heaps of rags and rub- 
bish, promiscuously scattered about, for it was certainly a place of 
all nastiness, and less desirable as a residence, we should take it, than 
the tub of Diogenes, or even than the black hole of Calcutta itself. 
Nevertheless, it chimed in so well with our landlady’s notions of 
comfort and elegance, that she seldom left it, which frequently sug- 
gested the idea that she had her existence independent of atmosphe- 
ric air; for, while shut up in her cubby hole, she was almost as ef- 
fectually excluded from the region and principle of organic life, as 2 
toad in astone. It was likewise rumored of this modern Sipholax, 
that she never slept; for night, noon, or morning, whenever any one 
came in at the hall door, her dingy face became dimly visible at the 
dirty pane; and it was even suspected that she lived upon suction, 
as nothing indicative of gastric viands, or cooking utensils, had ever 
been found lurking in or about the immediate neighborhood of her 
only known place of abode. I believe, however, that this latter was 
only an imagined marvel, as I have been given to understand that she 
indalged freely in crackers, water, and snuff; but beyond these, it 
strikes me, her animal predilections were never permitted to wander ; 
and even the tale of the snuff was rather a dedvction thana certain- 
ty. All these peculiarities in Miss Dingy were to be attributed te 
her propensity for acquisition ; for she was a decided miser; which 
was rendered the more remarkable by the fact, that in all matters 
not connected with the great delight and struggle of her life, she was 
a woman of strong mind, good sense, and engaging manners. She 
was also a great reader; but in this, as in every thing else, her taste 
was most unfeminine; for the subjects of her study were gigantic 
tomes on Law, Physic, and Philosophy, over which, reclined on her 
ricketty sofa, she used to pore from morning till night, and from 
night till morning, never forsaking them in fact, unless on Monday 
forenoons, which she devoted to the collection of her rents; and E 
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fear it is to be confessed, that the majority of her worthy tenants 
‘were, on many of those occasions, sufficiently sorry that her thirst 
for knowledge should be so far quenched, as to permit her to sacrifice 
#0 much of her valuable time in their favor. 

Almost every thing in nature works on the principle of the beam 
and scale—an up produces a down—extremes in one thing beget 
extremes in another—hills have corresponding hollows—storme, 
corresponding calms—and hence, Miss Dingy having to do some- 
thing to establish an equilibrium, balanced her affection for money, 
by & most uncompromising disrelish for the whole female race, in. 

uding even herself,as it would appear from the manner in which 
she treated that interesting individual. High or low, rich or poor, 
ugly or handsome, she could not bear the sight of one of them; any 

r woman who might venture into her presence was sure to 
leave it again with a scratched face : and the idea of having the in- 
cumbent of a we living and doing well under the same roof 
with her, would, I doubt not, have almost conquered her repugnance 
to clean water, and induced her to make a morning excursion to 
the bottom of the Hudson. Therefore, great was the surprise of our 
bachelor fraternity, when we found a woman—a real geruine flesh 
and blood woman—installed in the midst of us. 

This new arrival was the wife—or at least, passed for such—of a 
stout, morose-featured, but sinister.looking man ; and she was quite 
a handsome girl—dark, clear, plump, pouting, bouncing and roguish- 
eyed, with a profusion of glossy raven curls, dancing about as if 

y felt their existence, and were determined on exjoying them. 
selves—and a foot and ancle that were quite irresistable. The man 
had been a resident at 202 for some weeks before his better half, 
whom he had smuggled into the house in a cloak and foraging cap ; 
and when our landlady discovered the fraud, and was cssaying to re- 
sent it, the male creature immediately shut up her mouth, and awed 
her into a respectful distance by putting on an air of determination, 
which convinced the beholder that he had the heart to dare, what- 
ever he had the will to do, and threatening if she did not go down 
stairs of her own accord, to save her the trouble by throwing her 
out of the window. Joseph Harrig was this man’s name, and taking 
Lavater for my oracle, a mote dangerous looking customer I had 
seldom laid eyes on. He was a broad shquidered, thick-necked fel- 
low, with a tremendous expanse of breast, and great embrowned 
iron paws, that seemed sufficient to have grappled with a roaring 
lion ; his face, large, beetle-browed and sullen, with the exception 
of asort of petrified grin about the corners of his capacious mouth, 
reflected a mind wherein all the baser passions revelled at random; 
and to improve its heauty the wrong way, it contained a number of 
seams here and there which looked mighty like what one would 
imagine to be the effect of sabre-gashes. Add to this, that he was 
rather short, thus increasing the idea of his dogged strength—hada 
voice like a bull dog—and you have a fair bird's eye view of Mr. Joe 


Sore soanrinent was in a rear auxiliary building,—entered, how- 
ever, the front house—which had on the same floor ten or 
twelve rooms in a double row, with the doors facing each other, and 
@ narrow between. Those apartments were mostly occu- 
pied, and one of them by no less a person than the French Count, 
who was a dapper little mortal of thirty—redolent of perfume— 
littering with gold chain-work and bosom ornaments—and most 
oom in the possession of a formidable and faultless set of jet black 
and whiskers, and a blue military frock coat, stiffened 
with frog’s lace and padding to such a degree, that if it could only 
have mustered a head and legs, it might have turned little French- 
man on its own account, as it required nobody to keep it in shape, 
or enable it to stand upright. The noble Gaul was a warrior—a 
very devil in the duella, by his own account—and had given quie- 
tuses to a whole catacomb of fierce fellows in Paris before he had 
been compelled to fly, owing to certain rumors touching an awkward 
* affair between himself at a princess of the blood.” However this 
may have been, it was at all events a fact, that Count Adolphe De 
Launey contrived to make himself a welcome visiter among the best 
society of New York: and one of the secrets of his success lay in 
cheap lodgings, and ate and bread diet—as thereby a slender 
purse and a little safe betting, enabled him to cut quite a dash in the 
fashionable world, Had ke been from any other country than “la 
belle France,” his five feet four of a figure (and even that built 
lizard fashion,) might have operated against him; but in a French. 
man thie was just the thing, as it looked natural, and made his 
his 8, capers, and manifold assassinations of the King’s Eng- 
lish, not only endurable, but quite a treat. 

To see Mrs. Harrig—find out she was a pretty woman, and fall«'es- 
perately in love with her, were the work of a moment with the sus. 
ceptible Gaul; and to take a side long glance at her husband—shrug 
himself into the likness cfa note of interrogation, and vanish into his 
room, were the labors of the next. However, the arrow ‘iad gone 
home up to the feather, ard under such circumstances, wi.at cares a 
gallant Frenchman, with moustaches on his lip, and a laced coat on 
his back, for a brute of a husband? The next day the Count had an- 
other peep—and under better auspices, for the stumbling block was 
away, and the iady peeped back at him, and not only at him but at 
his laced coat, and pointed whiskers, &c., so that if no gentle emo- 


down stairs, brin ing up at the bottom in a huge tub 
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tions had followed, it would have been a matter for speculation whe- 
ther her heart was composed of astone or aturnip. As it seemin 

turned out, the was that it was of warm flesh and b 
for she looked and sighed—looked up and blushed—te 

ther rather iin glance at the laced coat and mustaches, 

finally broke the ice, and settled the question by asking the count, 
the voice of the shake of a low D on the flageolet, accompanied by a 
glance freighted with a whole quiver of arrows, if he could not tell 
her whato’clock it was? ‘I'his produced a low bow, and a jewelled 
time-piece—a lobby dialogue followed—then a kiss, and aslap in 


i 


_ the face; succeeded by an “Ah pardonez moi madame, I me no 


mean to offend,” and a “ Well now, did I ever—but I hope I haven’t 
hurt you, sir!” And that’s the way that—/ortes fortuna juvat. 
From this time it was evident to many that the enamored Count laid 
himself out to do the amiable by the fair stranger, for the which he 
found no Jack of opportunities, as her liege lord was a good deal of 
an absentee; and things were thus progressing at the period which 
found O'Hara, Smith and myself, operating in indignant silence 
on our whiskey punch and fragrant Havanas. 

We were beginning to think of a dive into Sandy Welsh’s, then in 
the bud of its fame—to wind up with a few of its inimitable Princes 
Bay’s roasted in the shell, and also to escape the final flourish of the 
musicians, which was usually horrible to gentlemen carrying about 
them the germs of a next morning’s headache, when a low knock at 
the door announced a visitor, and the blooming Mrs. Harrig made 
her appearance, looking, if pessible, handsomer than ever, by reason 
of an air of fervor or bewilderment about her that warmed all her 
beauties into a blaze. 

* Gentlemen, I b-b-beg pardon.” 

“ Not a word of excuse, my dear madam!”—Aside to O’Hara— 
“O Phil., you rogue—ousted the Count, eh!’ For it struck me that 
the lady had just dropt in to have a tete-a-tete with the proprietor of 
the apartment. 

*‘ Guiltless ’pon honor,” whispered mine host, at the same time 
looking his innocence so effectually, that my heart at once acquit- 
ted him of having the slightest idea of the purpose of the fair visitor. 

+ Gentlemen, I’m so ashamed that !—but—O dear me, I don’t know 
what to do!” 

‘Sit down, my dear madam, and collect yourself.” Pray is there 
any thing we can do for you? 

«© dear, it’s too dreadful even to think of ! and Harrig seo—so—O 
dear.” 

“ Was it the strange voice he heard ?” 

“The voice! my God, ne. Sure, gentlemen, you didn’t hear that 
he spoke 7?” 

“J fear, Mrs. H., we don’t understand each other; but if there’s 
any thing we can do for you, command us, and we’re at your ser- 
vice.” 

“ Well, then, gentlemen,” she answered, without a trace of her 
late nervousness visible, “make some excuse —fire—murder—earth- 
quake, any thing—and coax my husband out of his room for only 
one minute, and I’]i pray for you till doomsday.” And so saying, 
she slipped off without answer. 

“© ho!” said Phil, with a long low whistle, “ that’s the way the 
eat jumps, isit? But come away boys, like good knights errant, 
and let us rescue this distressed damsel from the dragon’s tooth." 

“* The monster’s horn, rather,” added Smith. 

And out we rushed, crying “ fire, fire, fire, fire!” ina chorus that 
shook our eld domicil from the chimney to the basement. 

Instantly the music came to a dead period, and twenty doors leap. 
ed open withabang. ‘Fire! whereisit?” | 

“ Down stairs. All communication with the street nearly cut off! 
Fire, fire, fire, fire, fire.” 

And then such an uproar followed as never was seen before out of 
Pandemonium! Innumerable undressed, half-dressed, and whole 
dressed gentlemen, rushed into the lobby; and at the first dash, 
nearly half a score of them went heels over head down the staire, 
each trying to be tirst, by holding the others back, and all hallooi 
and roaring like blue murder. e German prince, thinking that al! 
legitimate escape from the garret was cut off, made mince.meat of 
his bed clothes, and let himself down from the window to the roof of 
the next house, where he arrived without any baggage to recom. 
mend him but his shirt, small clothes, and one boot. e landlady, 
in her fury to get out, rushed foul of a sans culotte quack doctor, 
who, in his not to see which way he was going, was a 
the opposite direction, when both went down counterwise, and 
pan pe backwards from the force of the shock. Two fellows, 
bota tipsy, and each flattering himself into the notion that he was 
carrying the other, tumbled out of one little cubby hole, and then 
ater which 
some humane individuals were fetching along to ex ish the fire. 
In short, nearly every person in the house was running, roaring, 
tumbling, swearing, disjointing his bones, falling down staire, drag- 
ging his front-rank man back in order to get before him—and at in. 
tervals crying fire, fire, fire, at the high top gallant of his voice—so 
that, to a person who knew how the land lay, and had a tolerably 
tough conscience, the whole affair was the choicest sport imaginable 
—cven better than my friend Sandy’s Prince’s Bay oysters. 
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- But here let me mention an incident of a painful nature. As I 
rushing into O’Hara’s room to smother my laughter, I heard, or 

ught I heard, a short wild laugh of the most awful charaeter— 
the Theat mockery of mirth—and then a feeble voice exclaiming, 
“Thank God—thank God, my sufferings will soon cease!” These 
words fell on my ears like an avalanche, and naturally suppressed 
every feeling of enjoyment—at least for a time; but as I heard no 
more of the voice, my spirits soon retrieved themselves, and I began 
to apprehend—the more so, as my legs seemed inclined to play tru- 
ant—that there might be some degree of relationship between the 
— words and the potency of Phil’s whisky. 

ut Iam before my story. en we first gave the alarm, my- 
self and comrades proceeded to Harrig’s apartment, where we found 
the worthy proprietor himself seated on a large box, with his feet 
stretched out on the back of a chair, and he drinking raw rum (by 
the smell of it) out of a black bottle, unaided by a glass, and puffing 
deep clouds through a huge Dutch meerschaum—while his good lady 
was endeavoring to ap to be in the most violent hurry ima- 
ginable, to throw he into her cloak and bonnet—or out of the 
— if necessary—to the end of making her escape from the 


** Fire, fire, fire!” cried Phil, popping his head in. 
“ Let it fire and be d——d,” returned Harrig—* ix isn’t as hot as 
hell, w’ e’re all going to.” 
“Yes—but it’s in the room under you. Quick, quick, man, or 
you're lost !” 
“To blazes with you—whose afraid,” growled the ruffian. 
** Do, dear Jo,” cried Mrs. Harrig, “ save yourself.” 
“ Not a toe, Poll; for the devil might discharge me if I couldn’t 
stand fire.” 
“The man is mad,” exclaimed Phil. 
“* Beware of his teeth, then,” retorted Harrig. 
But here the lodgers began to return by the run—that is, such of 
them as had no broken bones to carry along with them—and all cur- 
like troopers or grumbling like bears with sore heads, as if they 
i han. inted and mortified that they hadn’t the chance of 
proving agility by a series of dand lofty tumbling among 
oe, crackling floors and blazing rafters. 
“T trust the rascals may have fire enough when they die, damn 
” exclaimed a fellow, as he rushed hy with one of the skirts 


ze 







of his coat among the missing. 

“ Ha mon ! I me am evareso much killed, an’ de dam fire 
no burn von bit at all!” groaned a poor French dentist, who 
besa - oaglag empary hopping A his right wry hen Fh with 

d,asif for the purpose o ing a 
ite of it in he waistcoat pocket. 


From this out I'll stand and burn, rather than run and break my 
7” cried a chap who had been among the foremost of those that 
m ned the first sumerset down stairs- 

Jaiziz, me eye '—Och, murdther, is there ony chance for 
heilling the baists !” ejaculated a stout Emeralder. 


at 
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“ A coat of tar and feathers would be just the thing for them,” 
simpered one of the cracked flutists, as he hurried past, buried alive 
in a bed quilt, 

“ A halter without the benefit of clergy, damn them, would be 
better,” added a gruff voice, which belonged to the quack doctor, 
who came creeping along with his nose muffled up in his night cap 

“* Dunder and teefels, dis am do pad,” growled a lump of a Hol- 
lander, “‘ fur mine Got, I have loshd mine preeches.” 

“Watch! watch! thieves! murder! robbery !"—rang out the 
screech-owl treble of our fair landlady, who began to pereeive she 
had been hoaxed, and to burn with a desire to revenge her much in- 
jured nose. 

Those last sounds called me to my senses, and inspired me with 
the notion that if the truth were discovered, O'Hara, Smith and my- 
self might soon be ruralizing in the city prison—proving the disad- 
vantage of gravitation out of the most convenient window—or or- 
namenting three several suits of tar and feathers. 

** Come, Phil, yuu devil,” said I, ” there’s no time to be lost,” 

** Pooh,” returned Phil, “‘ can’t we swear as loud as any of them 
that we are all kilt, and join in a reward for the alarmists.” 

‘* And with that he began to mimic a sprained ancle. Smith put 
his hip out of joint; I flourished a dislocated shoulder, and thus pro- 
tected from the eye and lip of slander and suspicion, we limped back 
to O’Hara’s room, well pleased with our adventure, but regretting 
that it had been attended with such little advantage to the cause of 
poor Mrs. Harrig. 

CHAPTER VY. , 

It was now rather late to go out; and what, with our fire adven- 
ture, and the anticipation of a second visit from Mrs. Harrig, we 
were in too high a state of excitement and wakefulness to think of 
going to bed; therefore, it was resolved to stay where we were— 
rouse up the fire—venture another mild assault on the punch-jug— 
season it with a little chit-chat—and (if subjects failed, and the spirit 
moved us,) kill time with a song or two. 

In about fifteen minutes, by a well organized division of labor, 
every thing was in apple-pie order, and down we sat—the ruddy 
glow of our peach-orchar:: fire—the fragrant dispensations of our 
big-bellied pitcher—a clean hearth—and our own cheerful looks, 

with a devilish, dark, drizzling, and howling sort of @ 
night without—inspiring in us a sense of enjoyment that was very 
like happiness ; and probably as adjacent to the neighborhood of that 
notable castle in the air as humanity in the flesh is permitted to in- 


itself. 

** Let’s see—I sung last,” said O'Hara. ‘Come, Tom, give us 
something sentimental, with wine in it,—‘Fill the goblet, high, 
Boy,’” for instance. 

** We may disturb some of our neighbors, Phil.” 

“* ©, devil a matter. I hope it will give them the night-mare; E 
could find it in my heart to sing three-fourths of them into the mid- 
dle of next weck with a chorus of rusty hinges.” 
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“ Ditto repeated,” exclaimed Smith. 
“* Well, here goes, but mind the chorus.” . 


“ FILL THE GOBLET HIGH, BOY.’ 
Ain—Peas upon a trencher. ; 
O, fill the goblet high, boy, 
And fearless drain it a 3° 
For ruby wine 
Makes souls divine, 
And fits them for the sky, boy! 
Shall mortals dare upbraid it, 
- And say that sins pervade it, — 
When holy writ, 
And all admit, 
That He who saved us made it! 
So fillthe goblet high, boy, 
And fearless drain it dry, boy ; 
For ruby wine 
Makes souls divine, 
And fits them for the sky, boy. 


What, tho’ it leads to shame, boy, 
The wine is not to blame, boy ; 
Even great excess, 
In holiness, 
May often do the same, boy. 
So bigot bores may blunder, 
And hurl their wordy thunder; 
Do they know more 
Than He who tore - 
et prey of death asunder ? 
So fill the goblet high, boy, 
And fearless drain it dry, boy; 
For ruby wine 
Makes souls divine, 
And fits them for the sky, boy ! 


When round the wine victorious, 
Our souls become so glorious, 
They seem to hald 
Communion bold, 
With festive angels o’er us; 
So doubt we not the story, 
Of Turkish sages hoary, 
That saints divine 
PRP sc. re in wine, : 
quaff their cups in glory! 
So fill the goblet high, AG 
And fearless drain it dry, hoy; 
For ruby wine, 
Makes souls divine, 
And fits them for the sky, boy! 


“ Well donc, Tom; but your song is rather out of place in these 
- of abstemiousness, when they even talk of abolishing wine at 


communion table.” 
* O, Phil, that’s a libel.” 
* Divil a bit of it—seeing’s believing ; though it seems like an im- 
t that might be dispensed with ; for what was pure enough 


provemen 
for the God, it strikes me, might go down with the worm.” 

“ Let us change the theme,” remarked Smith. “ It’s hardly a fit 
one to trifle with at a drinking board.” 

“ That’s as true as though an angel spoke it,” said O’Hara, “ for 
if any thing especially v izes the mind, and marks the dollard, 
it is an irreverence of holy matters! For myself I can empty a 
bettle, play with the petticoats, or draw on my wits fora living with 
any man; but these are my limits ; my Hercules pillars ; and will, 
i apprehend, be enough to answer for without coupling them with 
an affectation of infidelity.” 

a we these may be enough to damn you, Phil, without the other,” 


“* Never believe it!” he replied. “The gods drink wine—love 
the ladies—and ——- good fun and good fellowship ; but who 
ever read of the devils enjeying themselves ? 

' "a an easy and comfortable kind of creed, Phil.” 

** It’s the creed of conscience, Tom—the soul’s true index ; which 
is often as independent of reason as the sun of the moon. I know I 
am considered a rattling, rambling, devil-may-care Jeremy Diddler 
sort of fellow myself; but forall that I think I may be in as fair a 
road to heaven as many of ‘those easy-going, sleek, -gilled fel. 
Jows, who denounce laughing as one of the seven deadly sins—kis- 
sing a girl as utter damnation—and step through the streets as if 
they were keeping time to a psalm tune, or the Dead March in Saul. 
Many things are abominable in law and society, Tom, which are not 
very in true religion. For instance, a little amour, not exaetly 
after the banns,—or an extra bottle with a fight for good-fellowship 
at the end of it—are set down as open rebellion in the church—while 
apathy to human suffering, occasions no long faces, and excites no 
man’s indignation. But, for my part, I’d rather stand accused at 


_ perhaps I might add—misfortune, that it was im 


the bar of Minos, of drinking Bachus ander the table—making love 
to Diana—and knocking down a bishop, than of refusing a penny 
toa pauper. No, Tom, whatever a decent fellow can reconcile to 
his conscience, trust me, won’t do him a $0 deal of harm up 
stairs. But in regard of scepticism, I would further remark, that 1 
have many potent reasons for being a true believer; and one of 
them is, that in all my experience I never knew an infidel who had 
any sentiment, or could drink his wine with an intellectual relish.” 

“Phil, I can perceive by the length of your wind that you are 
over your fifth tumtler.” 

‘** Why, man, I have spoken like an oraele.” 
rile mixed up religion and profanity like a Musselmar. But, 

ih : “ 

Here a modest tap at the door interrupted our conversation, and 
we were joined by one of our fellow from the floor above, 
who was in the occasional habit of passing a pleasant half hour 
with us. 

This wasthe French Baron. Such at least was the rank assigned 
to him, and I believe not — but he himself disclaimed 
po title superior to that of Monsieur Lavar. He was a venerable 


man, sixty or upwards, of a very i appearance—which 
was not to bn aap by his modest or thread-bare garment. 
By the high polish, suavity, and unaffected clegence of his manners, 


it was evident that the most exalted society had been his natural 
element ; he had seen much of the world, and knew it well ; though 
alas! without any practical advantage to himself; and he was ac- 
complished and even talented. But he made no parade of all this, or 
any thing else ; on the contrary, he was modest and retiring to a 
fault; and kept himself so much a recluse, that hie excursions 
abroad were confined to a quiet walk on the Battery every evening ; 
and his acquaintanceship in New York, I believe, to myself, Smith 
and O'Hara. Indeed, he wasa and gentle creature—had a 
heart overflowing with the milk of human kindness—and was in all 
particulars made so perfect by the hands of nature, education—and 
possible to know 
and not to respect and love him The mystery involved in the so- 
journment of Monsieur Lavar amongst the and tumultuous 
spirits of 202 Broadway, found its solution in his decayed and thread. 
bare garb—for ours was the only lodging house in the city devoted 
to the wants and habits of “* young men about town,” which com- 
bined cheapness with “* gentility ;” and we three were indebted for 
our intercourse with him, to a broken head which my friend O'Hara 
had brought home from a row, and which the kind old Frenchman 
had volunteered to patch up forhim, From that time he had fre- 
quently been a most welcome guest at our little convivial suppers, 
and used toenter into the spirit of them with all the vivacity of boy- 
hood, adding to them a fresh zest by his gentle manners and broken 
— ; for, like all other Frenchmen, past or present, who have 
made trial of the matter, he found the straight-forward, matter-of- 
fact, gutteral Teutonick, a great deal more than his match.— 
As I, Phil, and Smith, were all tolerably good—or more properly 
speaking—shockingly bad French scholars, our guest, whenever he 
felt himself much puzzled, used to interlard his conversation with 
a considerable sprinkling of his native tongue, which we would 
translate to each other; and frequently so freely as to give it a 
meaning nearly opposite to that intended, and thus produce a 
deal of amusement at our combined expense. I will not undertake, 
in the dialogue that follows, to give our worthy friend’s mode ef ex- 
pressing himself verbatim, but will merely scatter as much broken 
English among his sentences as may preserve his identity. 

e all arose at his entrance to welcome him, and give him the 

. 


- post of honor. 


‘*O Monsieur Lavar!” exclaimed O'Hara, advancing to receive 
him with out-stretched hand, “we are so happy to see you. Sit 
down and make yourself at home till cock-crow. We were afraid 
you had either left or grown tired of us!” - 

* Ah my bon ami, den you sall have done me some injusthece. I 
vould not tink for go vithout my leave; and could not ave 
grow tire of such bon companiins. Ha, Monsieur Smith, I ave de 
pleasure to be your ver humble servant. Monsieur Stapleton too! 
my jolli garson—comment vous, portez vous? Je suistres glad, mes- 
sieurs, to see you all so happy. 

“* Come, take your old seat, Monsieur Lavar, Tom, you villain, 
you have turned my fourth and last tumbler into a candlestick. Run 
in for one to your own hen ad 
te “‘ Ha! not for me, my friend.” exclaimed the Frenchman, with 
something of a start, and a very peculiar smile, that had a dash of 
the grin in it, “not for me, my dear friend. I ave only come for 
hear von leetle song, and ave von leetle chit-chat; but I vill not 
drink of de pounch. Mon Dieu! [ dare not drink of de pounch! 

The singular emphasis laid on a matter com ly unimpor. 
tant, surprised us ; but not intoa resignation of ourpoint. — 

“What, not pledge‘us in one glass! O nonsensé, monsieur. 
Faith, you shall—and in two to the back of that. Quick, Tom— 
in with the vessel; and don’t make a mistake, and bring your sha- 
ving cup.” 

e glass was yer provided, and put on duty, and our 
friend took his seat beside the fire, which he cowered over with the 
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eagerness of a traveller of Saint Bernard found half famished among 
the snows, and just brought into the hospitable convent. 

‘Now boys,” said O'Hara, ‘renew, and let it be a bumper. 
Monsieur Lavar, we have the pleasure of drinking your health.” 

“Tank you, tank you, my friends. My healt—ha ha—tank you, 
tank you, my iriends... You are good—ver good !” 

We all perceived that our visitor was in an unusual mood, and 
thought he might be in bad health ; the more especially as he look. 
ed more pale and d than we had ever seen him before. 

‘* Monsieur Lavar, you are not in good spirits to night—I fear you 
are unwell.” 

‘No, no, my friends, I am ver well—too well! Yes, my bon 
amis. I am too well !—ha, ha!” 

** And may you continue so,” said O'Hara. 

The smiled faintly, and shook his head. 

‘* My dear sir, you really don’t seem happy to night, 1 remarked ; 
“come, cheer up. Pledge us in a bumper, and you'll feel better!” 

‘* Qu’ est ce que cela veut dire?” he answered, with an absent dis. 
tracted sort of glance at me—and all of us—and then added, as if 
suddenly recollecting himself, ‘ O! oui, Je suis tres heureux—ver 

!” True, I ave some trouble—some ver leetle trouble here— 
(laying his hands on his heart) but, Mon Dieu! I ave de hope it vill 
soon be ovare.” 

* But, Monsieur Lavar,” said Phil, “ your glass stands untasted— 
you don’t drink !” ‘ 

* Ah, pray Monsieur O’Hara, excuse a moi.” 

‘‘ Not an inch, Monsieur—murder! any —~ but that.” 

* Vell den, my friend, so be it,” returned Monsieur Lavar—to 
which he added in a whisper, meant doubtlessly to be vy oy by 
the being to whom it was addressed—" Ah, Mon Diew! Mon Diew! 


reqeew mon ceur ! : 
conversation then became , and in a few minutes the 
Frenchman recovered his spirits, and was his former self—laughing 
—and joking—and driving dull care away, as well as the best of us. 
I coul por, We noticing, however, an unusual restlessness in his 
eye, and hollowness an poere about the corners of his 
mouth ; as also that he frequently threw a short, sharp glance at 
Phil’s table a manger, whereon was located the remnants 
feast, and a plate full of ham sandwiches. Phil had likewise per- 
ceived this; and thinking that his friend’s appetite pen ag 
in a better tone for solids than liquids, he himself to be at- 
tacked with a sudden fit of ferocity, as an excuse for introducing his 
viands. But no—Monsieur Lavarcould not eat !—‘* He was,” he 
said, ‘* a little indisposed, and his consplaint was of a nature that re- 
quired abstemiousness.” Nevertheless he threw some intense glan- 
ces at the sandwiches ; and it seemed to me—for his unusual appear- 
on him after a fa. 
shion not strictly in accordance with = ‘hat he looked 
a little agitated, and mortified when they were removed. I also re- 
marked that he did not drink his punch, but watched his i. 
ties when he thought he was unperceived, and emptied it from time 
to time over the een Howeyer, when looked at critically, there 
was nothing very mysterious in all this ; indisposition was a suffi- 
cieat apology for not eating or drinking; and the sharp glances, et 
cetera, might have been only matters of wonderment seen through 
the camera obscura of my imagination. 

Again Monsieur rallied and le d, and cracked his jokes, and 
seemed to enjoy himself as of old, and even favored us with a little 
song ; but if I were to die for it, I could not help thinking that 
he threwan occasional hungry glance in the direction of the table a 


« Allons gai! monsieur Stapleton!” he said to me, after a time, 
as he saw me looking at him thoughtfully, 4l/ons gai—time is short 
—let us enjoy ourselves !—Come, my friend Monsieur O'Hara, vout 
you sing us von leetle song before we part. 

“Certainly, Monsieur—with pleasure. 
your turn first; you are a song in our debt.” - 

““Ha—amIso? Vell den! shall pay him now, as I might not 
ave de chance again so soon as ve may tink! sing you von 
jeetle affair I ave com myself in de French, and den traduced 
into my own ver bad Engle It is ver dull and foolish ; but Iam 
so myself, and cannot tink to make my song mooch of de better.” 

The old gentleman then pitched his voice into a low and mournful 
key, and sang the following simple words to alittle French air : 

YOUTH I8 THE SEASON FOR LIFE. 
Youth is the season for life ; 
Age is the season for tears ;. 
I'd rather have youth and strife, 
© Than all the world and years. 
Were all men early just, 
Then all would early die ; 
When the mind is free from rust 
It is ta’en to its home in the sky. 
Whom the gods love die young ; 
Old age is merely Sea, hoy 
That sometime the heart may be wrung, 
To prepare the soul for heaven. 


But let’s see—yes, its 





Earth should not bear an old limb; 
Were the mind such as mercy might save, 
Ere the heart had grown cold, or eye dim, 
They would go tu their native grave. 


My friends you are youthful and bold ; 
O! may you be happy and blest; 

Yet I trust you may never grow old, 
But pass from your youth to your rest. 


Youth is the season for life ; 
Age is the season for tears ; 

I would rather have youth and strife, 
Than all the world and years. 


“Thank you, Monsieur, thank you; but your song is one of the 
saddest, and broaches a strange argument.” 

“ Vot is dat my bon friend?” 

“* Why, that a man lives no longer after he is prepared to die. By 
that rule, we are all left here until we have fitted ourselves for a 
better world ” 

Ah no, Monsieur O’Hara, my song does not say so; unless my 
Engleesh—vich is ver likely—has not been true tomy meaning. [ 
mean fors-y that ven men are good g, they die young, before 
the warm soul is entombed in the cold heart and the creeping frame ; 
but ven sinful as me—half in anger but all in mercy—the period of 
their probotion is extended, and they are left to the vexations aad 
worryings of old age, either to repent of their wickedness and be 
happy, or to live out the days of their privilege, despising the for- 
bearance of him who is all and all—until mercy has to give place te 
jowéteese. But I fear dat you sall be yet mure tire of my philosophy 
in prose, den in song.” 

“ Dear Sir, we are delighted with both,” I answered, ‘‘ but we are 
sorry to see you so downshearted.” 

** Ah it is best so!—I ave been merry—I know I ave had de bon 
ceur—hail, rain, or blow, like all of my brave compatriots. But it 
is time dis vas ld jester, old fool; and I have been both di 
twenty og 

“O Monsieur,” said O'Hara, ‘‘ why you are only a boy to some 
men in my country, who feel themselves scarcely out of their teens. 
There was Tom Bell, for instance, who put the ball in at the brace 
in a hurling match, at eighty—cudgelled a brace of excisemen that 
wanted to seize a keg of potteen whisky from him at eighty-five; 
and danced at,his own fifth wedding, at the age of ninety and two.’* 

** Den he sall ave been of de men who do not make mootch by 
growing old. Old age vas not of de service to him, no more as tu 
myself, for which he vas intend.” 

“Tom didn’t think so himself,” replied O'Hara. ‘‘ It was his no- 
tion that every additional year was an increase of wealth and 
strength to him. But as it’s my turn I'll give you an idea as to what 
sort of a fellow Tom Bell was in a song, which is merely some ex- 
tracts from a note book kept by himself. His confessions, which 1 
may give to the public some day, were found among other papers 
shortly after his death ;—an event, by the way, which was brought 
about by a fall he had from a horse that balked at a stone fence as 
he was following a fox hunt—at the age of ninety-four. So at least 
say the chronicles of his native village, which wouldn’t be likely to 
flatter him ; as prophets you know, or men of genius, never get mucle 
credit in their own country. The air of my song is “‘ Tully Ma- 
_ ;” which, by the way, has been recently stolen by Hogg, the 

ttrick Shepherd, and attached as original to his beautiful verses 
commencing “ Birds of the Wilderness, blythesome and cumberless.”” 
But in order to stop my prosing, I'll give you the song of 


OLD TOM BELL, THE HIGHWAYMAN. 
Here I am footing it over the mountain, 
As drunk as an owl, yet as gay as a lark ; 
My spirits are fresh as the foam on the fountain— 
y wits just as sharp as the teeth of a shark. 
A stone is my pillow—my bed is the heather, 
And so could I march from Bersheba to Dan, 
For jolly old time has encased me in leather ; 
I wouldn’t for any thing be a young man! 
I’m seventy years old, yet so frisky and hearty, 
I jump, fight, make love, run, ride, wrestle + swig ; 
If he’d only stand out, I could trounce Bonaparty, 
And beat any harlequin daneing a jig. 
A young man has hopes, fears, contritions and passions ; 
e’s up like a bubble, or down like a stone ; 
An old man has none of your whimsical! fashions, 
He knows when to take things, and leave them alone. 
With the girls I’m the devil for playing oppossum, 
Peg, Bridget and Sal, are at saeneait enthrall’d ;— 
If my hair is grown white, it is only in blossom ; 
In fifty years more it will scarcely be bald. 
I live as I can ;—sometimes cadge on the bye-way, 
Play rackets for wagers—fight, fiddle, or sing ; 
But lately I’ve taken to rob on#he highway, 
And stopping the Mail is a treat for a king! 
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take booties from those who have plenty, 
I give to the poor frem the pounds to the pins ; 
And so I'll live on till a hundred and twenty, 
And then I'll begin to repent of my sins! 
Now my name is Tom Bell—but they call me the Frisky ; 
And if would know how I get on so well, 
Why, the half of my blood is the of whisky ! 
Den’t water your malt, and you'll rival Tom Bell.” 


“ Bravo, Monsieur Tom Bell!” exclaimed Lavar, who seemed to 
have forgotten all his troubles, whatever they might be, while O’Hara 
was singing. But in a few moments the restlessness returned to his 
eye, and he took his leave. ‘ Adieu, my good—my dear friends,” 
he sighed, after he had shaken each of us warmly by the hand—“ I 
ave de hope ve sall yet meet in a place vere even an old man may be 
happy as vell as merry!” 

“‘ The cheek may be lit by a warm sunny smile, 
Tho’ the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while !” 
exclaimed Phil, when our guest had departed. 

“I fear it is even so with our poor friend,” I added. ‘“ But good 
morning—it can’t be very far from honest men’s breakfast time, and 
i = = have a nap or I have another meager s 

“TI was disappointed. In proceeding to my own room, I perceive 
by the dim sate | of the flickering hall lamp, which appeared to be 
winking with drowsiness like myself—three men in earnest conver- 
sation on the lobby leading to the rear building. ‘Two of them were 
short, stout, fellows, dressed like sailors;—the third was a tall and 
| be ee, built man. This latter had his back towards me; but 

ty as he heard my footsteps, he turned about, when our eyes 

I mast confess that I was somewhat startled by discovering 

that he and the ruffian I had knocked down with my boot-jack, and 

uently seen in the watch-house, were one and the same person. 

Teay startled, Lape g oe, Sacer was I did not know but that he might 

have been aware of the favor he owed me, and was meditating with 

the aid of his two gentle friends, some mode of redress—such, per- 

as ing my ears off, or smothering me with my ewn bol. 

ster—for all three had countenances su e of killing and maim- 

ing ;—and also by reason that now, as before, I was struck with an 

ision in the tall scoundrel’s face that I had been at some time 

or other intimately femi iar with ; but when, where, or how, I could 
not en bp e least idea of. 

“*If it’s me your after, gentlemen,” thought I, “it’s no go; you 
can’t catch a weezel asleep; for savage as you look, I and my friends 
Phil and Jack, could whip a dozen of you any night in the week in 
a cause.” 

With this comfortable reliance on me and mine, I went into my 
room in quest of a favorite hickory splinter, which, as the honest 
Irishman of the Sixth Ward, from whom I had bought it, assured 
me—while a glow of political patriotism lit up his republican face— 
had the orb a means of saving three hotly contested elections— 
and the by nearly killing the “tory” candidate for aldermen, 
and thereby preventing him from going round to purchase up votes. 
Having possessed myself of this interesting relic of Sixth Ward pa- 
‘triotism, I was preparing to return to Phil’s room, but on popping my 
head out of the window to see what the prospects were for a fine 
morning, I saw the tall form of my mysterious friend evolving itself 
out at the hall door, and making long and hasty tracks towards the 
Park ; and, therefore, I presumed that my alarm might be ground- 
Jese—and that my hickory splinter might be left in the corner, to be- 
moan itself in a yet further advent of inglorious idleness. 

Returning to the door, and finding that the two short fellows were 
still on the , I made up my mind to question them : 

“A fine morning, neighbors,” said I. 

“ Well, it may be in your room !” returned one of them gruffly, 
a ae raining like blazes in the street.” Which, by ti: way, was 


“*O, comrade, you are too hasty—I mean it’s a fine morning for 
young ducks. But who is your tall friend—he that left you a mi- 
nute since? I somehow think he’s an old friend of mine.’ 

“ The devil you do!” replied the fellow who had speken before, and 
the men exchanged significant glances. 

“ Yes I do—is that any thing singular? But what’s his name ?” 

The same man answered again, “* We know nothing of him. He 
only came in, seeing the front door cpzn, and the lamp burning, to 
light his cigar. But, I believe he’s a Custom House Officer, or some 
such sort of a land shark.” 

“Humph” I saw the fellow lied, and was more persuaded than 
ever that he and his comrade were there for no good purpose. 

“ What are you waiting for, friends,” said I. 

“QO! we're old friends of yours, too, are we ?” returned my collo- 


“You are sharper, neighbor,” said I, growing a little tigerish at 
the rascal’s impudence, “ than good san ran warrant. But, to 
be plain with you, I don’t like your looks, and must know why you 
are lurking about this house at such an unseasonable hour in the 

ing ; or give you in charge to the watch.” 

“You be damn’d!” growled the ruffian, accompanying the polite 
request with a motion of his dexter-hand towards his trousers pocket, 


indicative of pistol and Bowie knives; but, at the same moment, hs 
comrade interfered, and prevented any belligerent demonstration, if 
such was intended. 

“ Blast you, Bob,” he muttered, “What do you mean by grow!l- 
ing at the gentleman in that way. Bob’s no n poe a for a 
small tea-party,” he continued, ing at me with a sly wink, as 
if the rascal meant to insinuate that I was, ‘but so be as you want 
to know what we’re a doing of here, fact is we're come to help the 
mate's baggage on board, as we're off by day-break.” 

“The mate—what’s his name ?” : 

“Well, now, that is coming it a leetle too strong. Will I give you 
his pei christening, and so on, or do you merely want his 
name and the loan of a shilling ?” 

“To buy lay overs for meddlers, and crutches for lame ducks,” 
added his companion. 

“Damn you,” I exclaimed, flourishing my hickury, ‘if you give 
me another word of yeur ruffian insolence, I'll fall foul of you.” 

“Come on, then,” hissed the first speaker between his teeth, and 
at the same time drawing 2 sailor’s rigging knife from his belt. 

“Hush, Bob,” said the less ferocious fe of the two, perceiving 
that various doors began to open, and night cap noddles to pop out- 
** Hush! Bob, we are to blame, and not the gentleman. ' Our mate 
is one Joe Harrig, captain, and we're only waiting till he bundles up 
his topgery, an put’s us afloat with it.” . 

“Why, the devil, couldn’t you tell me that at first,” I exclaimed, 
asif the explanation had thoroughly extinguished my curiosity, 
whereas it had excited it to a much higher pitch, because I felt per- 
suaded there was some connecting link between Mrs. Harrig's mys- 
terious conduct last night, and her gentle man’s hurry to be off 
with himself this morning, “ But, good night, boys, a pleasant voy- 
age to * And, thereon, IJ slipt an ived into O'Hara's apart- 
ment, determined by his aid to resolve the riddle, if possible.” 

Phil was still in his clothes, but sleeping like a humming top— 
sound and melodious—when I entered. However I aoe me re- 
lieved Dan Merpheus of his charge, and possessed my friend of the 
facts of my latest adventure. _ 

“ It’s plain the devil has a finger in the fire, someway or other,” 
said O'Hara, “but what can we do?” 

“I trusted to your genius to tell me that.” 

“Well, then, let us dog the fellows when they go, and beat the 
secret out of them.” 

“That might be easier said than done,” said I. “However, we’ 
dog them, and act according to circumstances.” : 

e now kept watch, and in about ten minutes Mrs. Harrig made 
her Fey tary and beckoned the two sailors into her husband's room. 

“ Pooh !” said I, ‘as the lady herself seems a party concerned, the 
mystery of the voyage may be a mere fiddle-stick after all.” 

“I’m thinking so myself,” said Phil; “ but hush ! here they come.” 

As he spoke, the sailors reappeared from the room, carrying a blue 
deal sea chest between them by the rope handle, and accompanied 
by Mrs. Harrig, who appeared to be in excellent humor, and said in 
a tolerably loud voice—“ Leave the box carefully in the room, and 
I'll be there myself in a few minutes.” 

“ Aye, aye, marm,” replied the men, with a slight chuckle, aad 
down stairs they went. 

“Is it worth following them, Phil ?” 

‘+ Is it after that mysterious grin of the villains. By the powers, 
I'd follow them from this to the Rocky Mountains to what it 
meant. I smell a rat, Tom !—Come.” 

Phil having provided himself with a wattle like a weaver's beam, 
off we started. The rain had ceased and the morning yas diml 
breaking, when we reached the door, and we saw the sailess wi 
their burden about thirty paces ahead, apparently bound towards the 
Hudson River, by way of Fulton street. In a minute we were along 
side of them. 

‘*Hullo, messmate, what have you got in the box ?” cried O'Hara. 

‘ Clothing and sea stores of course,” growled the most loquacious 
of the two fellows, while a stream of lurid fire seemed to shoot from 
his vindietive eyes. ; 

“Now,” whispered Phil to me, “see if I'm good at a guess”— 
and then he added aloud, “ Clothing and sea stores? You lie, damn 
you, for did’nt I hear Mr. and Mrs. Harrig telling you to throw it in 
the North River?” 

“ Ha—fire—fire—murdare—tieves—let me outi’’ shouted a half 


suffocated sort of a voice 
the box, and wat Ay a on 

t!” roared my espec end, making 

wate Nee ge heer —— 
ble hi , grateful for the opportunity, I y believe, went at 
fellow of its own accord; for when I was wonder as te 
the size of the passage for daylight that had been through my 
body, lo! I perceived the sailor rolling in the channel, and the Sixth 
ward election phenomenon waiking into his affections as if it mistook 
him foran alderman. Phil was equally ; he polished off his 
job with the air of a master; for inmediately as he had his rascal 
howling in the channel, he lifted him up with the strength of a cy- 
elops, and hung him by the waistband of his unwhisperables apon 
one of the rails of St. Paul’s Chureh, 
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fire! murdare!—break open de hex—O dam, I'll die!—fire, fire— In Paris there may be approaches to it; as also in Philadelphia, Bos- 
murdare! misericordi!—O dam!” &c. 


: ton, and perhaps other places; but I maintain that it is only to be 

“ Hold your tongue ! all’s safe,” said I, continuing to lay my An- found in a full state of perfection in New York ; and when perfeet, 

drew Jackson on the sailor, who, game to the last was gnashing his it is my beau ideal of female loveliness. It must be confessed there 

teeth and kicking at me. was nothing about Lucy in the way of bust and hips to wrap a mus- 

“ Ha—vot on say !—murdare! Am I not in de river, all among selman, or an enthusiast in antique statuary up in Elysium; bat 

a de - ! I'm dead—I’m evare so kilt !—O dam! then she was so faultless a model of her class, that, had the gods 

i By this time several watchmen, loafers, and others, came running been commissioned to grace ker with another personal charm, it 

up, and I thought I could see among them a fellow who looked mighty would have puzzled them to find out where to have placed it. Lucy’s 

like Mr. Joe Harrig muffied up in a huge boat cloak. Without wait- countenance was not precisely classic—it was too joyous—too full of 

ing to satisfy myself on this point, however, I gave my man in heart for that ; but there was a perfect little heaven of pouting lips, 

charge to a couple of the guardians of the night, and began to aid laughing eyes, and roguish glances in it, that were worth all the 

hil in breaking up the lid of the box, which was no sooner done, classic beauty in the world! Her form was of the medium height, 

than—lo! and behold, who should pep up his head from the con- but was pe A to appear taller by its slightness. And to finish the 

tracted bunk, but the valorous and exquisite Count Delauney, who, portrait, her beautiful and luxuriant tresses were of a deep chestnut, 

without tarrying to thank us, established the fact of his liberty by and had so much of the elements of conquest in them, that it is & 

ane Seay ‘ thing to be wondered at that Master Cupid did not turn hair-cutter, 

As a finish to this long drawn out chapter, I will add that the and steal them for bowstrings. 

sailor’s chest was carried off by the loafers for fire wood; that the My acquaintance with the Livingston’s was only of a few month’s 

two prisoners were left in charge of the watchmen, to be taken to duration at the time from which [ date my autobiography; and it 

the lock-up—but (the genius of bribery and corruption could perhaps commenced at one of those man traps called watering places, and 
tell how) effected their escape by the way; that from that night under somewhat peculiar circumstances. But of that anon. 

Harrig nor his wife were never seen at 202—and that Count Delau- My friend O’Hara was a marrying man; at least, he was on the 

ney never returned to it, but trusted the removal of his baggage to lookout for a wife with a plentiful dowry ; and, to do justice to his 

the care of adeputy. Touching Phil and myself, we tumbled into talents, he — have entered the brigade of Hymen a dozen times, 

hammocks n 


’ ; 

} Meanwhile the half-smothered voice kept hollowing out, “Fire! New York. In the British Islands there is nothing of the character 
: 
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; our about six in the morning—and the sun was full two to my certain knowledge, if fortunes of from ten to twenty thousand 
Z hours to the west of the zenith, before we got up again. dollars had been sufficient inducement. His lowest mark, however, 
7 _— was thirty; and he even aspired to a hundred ; nor was the fellow a 
CHAPTER VI. whit more reasonable touching matters of beauty than money ; but 


: "s were an opulent and fashionable family. That was determined that Mrs. O'Hara should be as unexceptionable im 

_ is, Old Anthony, the head of the house, had retired from the whole- point of person, as of purse. Now Phil had no means whereby to 

sale auction business on a fortune of a hundred and fifty thousand secure such a prize, but his impudence and his fine manly stalwart 

dollars or so, which rumor readily augmented to half a million; and figure; the one unqualified, and the other a thing to distinguish itself 

Mrs. Livingston affected a boudoir, late dinner hours, a coat of arms, in any crowd. His face was rough hewn, but full of courage and 

: and livery servants. She had also a penchant for feasting foreign good humor; his character was not quite the thing to pass current im 
; lions; and thus Fanny Kemble, Hamilton, Fiddler, and Company, fastidious society ; and his education was nearly confined to the 


4 have frequently tested her hospitality; and subsequently sneered at knowledge of men and things which he had picked up among the 
: ewitinnidhetendesieta ¥ > 


4 . highways and byways of a wandering existence. As for money, he 
2 Lucy, their only daughter, alread en of, was as pretty a girl had not a doit in the world, but such as he could screw out of a tight~ 
¥ asany moderate man might care to at; and taking her in con- fisted public by the fair dint of his wits; and as he had no regular 
so nection with her reputed dowry of fifty thousand dollars, she might profession, and was a decided exquisite (chiefly trusting indeed to 
ings have been classed —e the superlatives. Toa persoawho the cut of his coat for his success in life,) the necessity of making ® 
4 been in the city of New York, and made use of his eyes withal,I fair turn-out often put him to the pin of his collar. I can’t say that 
‘ cannot describe her better than by saying that she was one of these this ever reduced him to any thing fearfully wrong in morals or ho. 
¥ blue eyed, intellectual, airy, and graceful creatures, with purer com- nesty; he would have scorned to pick pockets, turn blackleg, ox 
s plexions than ever poets dreamt of, and the very prettiest little feet pass counterfeit money ; but it must be confessed that if there was 
; in the world, who delight to go trippingly (for their street movements anything to be done in the way of hoaxing, or rather of joking the 
% are something between a hop and a dance,) up and down Broadway, _ world, out of a living, by upper cless Jeremy Diddlerism, my worthy 
t us if they Were almost as independent of terra firma as zephyrs or chum Phil was always ripe and ready for it. He was, nevertheless, 
humming birds. This style of beauty, I should say, is peculiar to honest; but his honesty was of a peculiar sort. Had he lived is 
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times gone by, he would age | have emulated Robin Hood, or his 
own countryman, Redmond O'Hanlon; as it was, he was compelled 
to humor the genius of the age, by adopting some other method of 
making out the eause; but still as near to that of those illustrious 
freebouters as circumstances would permit. But perhaps I am libel- 
ling my friend ; for had he been initiated into the mysteries of any 
legitimate profession, it is possible, nay very likely, he would have 
abided by it; and, indeed, even as it was, the anecdote I am about to 
record will show that he was capable of making considerable sacri- 
fices at the altar of Honest Industry. 

Phil had been for some time domiciled at 202 Broadway, before 
my induction inte that celebrated institution for Jeremy Diddlers, 
and I soon remarked that he appeared to have the advantage of the 

t majority of his fellow lodgers, in the matter of ways and means. 

e occupied one of the first class rooms; i.e. the three dollars a 
week chambers of the aristocracy. There was nothing of the well 
brushed threadbare—or of the second-hand, Chatham-street, Jew 
cut, in his wardrobe—His air was free, bold and confident, perhaps 
indeed, a little disdainful whenever he came in contact with certain 
of the foreign nobles, 
the meanest occupants of the house—the only ones, indeed, who 
were ee of washing their own dickies. In short, than Mr. 
Philip O° I had never seer: a more dashing, fashionable or well- 
dressed fellow, exercising his judgment in horseflesh at Tattersals, 
or lounging along the fashionable side of Broadway. Judging by 
these facts, as also the fact that he never seemed to do any thing for 


or I presumed that he might be a man of small private fortune, 
Or, a 

friends in the country. An accident showed me otherwise. One 
day I had dined ata political festival; it was one of those awful 
drinking affairs at which Cornelius Lawrence presided, and Garry 
Gilbert sung ; and from which no man could retire a thimblefull less 
than half seas over, without incurring the charge ef want of patriot. 


ism and bad fellowship. Being at that time sufficiently careful of h 


my charaeter in those respects, I remained until all was blue in the 
most definitive sense of the term ; so that by the time I got home it 
was past two in the morning, and I found the bannisters a most 

le auxiliary to my limbs in mounting the stairs. While I was 
thus ascending, I was aware that some one above me was doing the 
reverse ; and on looking up I perceived a tall figure muffled upina 
os camlet cloak, and with the worst possible sort of a broad- 

i d, shocking bad hat, slouched over his face, coming towards 
me. Decidedly tipsey as I was, this figure interestedme. I began 
to speculate on the probability that he might have been robbing the 
house ; whieh seemed the more likely as there was the appearance 
of a large bundle under the cloak. Meanwhile the man descended, 
and-as he Fy struck me slightly with a hard, trunk-like sub- 
stance on the leg. This, and his increasing his pace without offer- 
ing an apology, decided me, so I let go my necessary hold on the 
bannisters, and turned suddenly round for the purpose of grasping 
at him; when my feet, being unequal to the exertion, gave way, 
and I went straight down, carrying my friend in the camlet cloak, 
head foremost along with me, to the bottom of the flight. Here we 
lay sprawling for about five seconds, during which time I made the 
pleasant discovery that 1 was fairly inundated with a wet gluey 
substance ; and on regaining my feet I made the yet further disco. 
very that the suspected burglar was no less a person than Master 
O’Hara. It is only to be added that a huge bundle of “ wall adver- 
tisements,” had rolled about the hall in the scuffle; chat the sub- 
stance I hed taken for a concealed trunk was a bucket of paste ; 
ard that the Broadway exqgisite, who was the admired of all ad- 
mirers by day, was, by night, an humble Bill-sticker ! 

Subsequently I learned from Phil, who from this night became 
my companion in armas; that he was officiating on the bills for a 
learned M. D., who had previously befriended himself in the same 
manner. ‘‘ You sec, Tom,” said he, “we take it in turns!” Some 
time since I invented an infallible cure for corns, (made, by the way, 
out of hogslard and eset and my late worthy employer who 
was then a superannuated billiard marker, stuck up the bills. By 
and by arrived quarter-day, a most trying season in this city, let me 
tell you, for medical geniuses, and I became bankrupt—or at least, 
my agent for me, for [ took care to fight shy in the matter myself.” 

‘Well, but how did that make a doctor of your assistant ?” 

“‘O that was natural enough! Three-fourths of the most stirrin 
of our faculty, you must know, are graduated bill posters ; so Dic 

, who took the nom de guerre of Monsieur Delaree, immedi- 
ately on my prostration, brought out a miraculous remedy for con- 
sumption, hydrophobia, and the King’s Evil, and set up for himself!” 

‘* And quarter day, I presume, ruined him also.” 

‘* Not it, faith ; for though Dick scarcely knew the difference be- 
tween glauber salts and Prussic acid, he succeeded in curing an an- 
cient widow lady of an imagined cancer in the stomach; and-his fee 
was the lady herself, and a whole couftry side of a plantation, with 
a legion of negroes, in Virginia. In fact he is now one of the mag- 
nates of the land! So you see, Tom, virtue is sure of its reward in 
this country.” 

“*T suppose” said I, ‘‘ that you sometimes find your wealthy friend 
useful to you in your emergencies.” 


‘in that neighborhood.” 


who were voted down by eommon opinion as ~ 


east, the recipient of a comfortable yearly allowance from . 


“* No,” returned O'Hara, “not thus far, but I hope to make him 
so one day. When Dick was poor,” he continued, “ he was suffi- 
ciently generous; but now that his coffers are full, he is as griping 
(at least to his old friends) asa er fish ; and even refuses to pay 
a hundred dollars and upwards which he owes me on our last settle. 
ment. But never mind—“ All’s no that’s in danger.” 

It was now towards the close of summer, and half the city 
were off ruralising ; but Phil and I, by xe: of the state of our 
finances, were compelled to remain in at the tender mercies of 
the mosquitoes. One day the former y gentleman burst into 
my apartment in a glow of excitement. 

“Come, Tom—bustle, bustle, boy, and lef be off to Rockaway, 
for I learn there’s first rate bidding for young bachelors 










“‘ Hang it, O'Hara, how you talk, when you k 
Bhd 

“‘ Never mind—leave that to me!” 

“Well, I see by your eye that you have made a , But if 
you're determined on an excursion, why not try the <a 08 ; 

“Because they’re worn out for such as us, Tom. Factis, so 
many cockney pickpockets, and French valet de chambres, have 
walked off fortunes from Saratoga,that its fair convalescents fignt 


we’re both run 


as shy as woodcocks, and remain at the temperature of an icicle! 


unless you can warm them into a glow of disinterested affection by 
the production of a rent roll as long as my arm. Besides I have an- 
other,reason for deciding on Rockaway. But come bustle, Tom, for 
the wagon will be at the door in less no time.” 

O'Hara was one of those characters who always lead or drive in 
every thing; and who also inspire a eonfidence in their nudertaking 
they go Grog them so dashingly. Had the invitation come from 
any one else I might have begun to argue the point; but with him I 
knew this to be useless; and accordingly I threw a razor at my 
face, whipped all my /ady-killers into a portmanteau, and in two 

ours afterwards we weie whirling along the read for Rockaway in a 
handsome buggy’ and pair, driving tandem fashion, which, however, 
but little surprised me, as Phil was always in good odor with the 
keepers of livery stables. I may fairly add, and not without reason 
too, for at least a third of his income, (and on the whole Phil made 
both ends meet marvellously well,) went into their pockets. 

When we got down upon the beach, and I felt the city languor dis. 
sipating from my system, and my heart exulting and bounding under 
the glorious influence of the sea-breeze, I rejoiced that my compa- 
nion had chosen Rockaway for our advent in preference to the 
Springs. The reader has probably been at Rockaway—if not, he or 
she have yet to behold the most pees atone * a world ; 
moreover, it is the very perfection of a ; for there you 
have no mounds or laowte — clayey hills to labor up 
or fall over, bat all is a beautifully inclined plane covered with peb- 
bles, white as the driven snow, c to the ocean’s brim, so that, as 
in most other places where go to iuuxriate in briny ablutions 
—one has no vortex of muddy sand to wade through between the 
bath and the bathing house ; and consequently escapes that improve- 
ment on the worst @f the plagues of Egypt, a pedestrian pilgrim. 
age in boots and stockings, half full of sea and sand, back to the 
hotel on the brow of the bluff. 

We, of course, put up at the principal hotel ; for when men have 
no money to lose, economy is of no use to them; and by dint of 
eoaxing, flattering, and almost fighting, Phil succeeded in getting 
the promise (which was duly performed) of a couple of beds ; Cong 
as I subsequently learnad, there were many that had been there be- 
fore us who remained unprovided for in this respect, and had to con, 

nt themselves with a “‘ shake down” in the dining-room. The house 
indeed, was liberally crowded wlth visitors, principally from the 
south ; and my ole chum was thrown into an ecstasy by learn 
ing, that some of the heaviest heiresses in the States were amongst 
them. 

“* And now, Stapleton,” said Phil as we were discussing a julap, 
‘* what is the exact state of your finances ?” 

** Why damn it, man, sure you know I’m almost penniless ‘" 

‘‘ Ditto by Jupiter! Another julap leaves my purse as empty as a 
kettle drum !” c 

“The devil, O'Hara ! and hew came you to bring us into such a 
confounded sc without telling me of your circumstances?” _ 

‘‘ Beeause, Tom, if I had told you of them, you're so devilish fastidi- 
ous and chicken-hearted, that I couldn’t have got you into it at all |” 

“ But what are you up to, Phil? Nothing,{I hope, that’will get us 
into the States Prison ?” 

‘‘ Not if it’s properly managed! Though, certainly, it might make 
some men feel a little nervous !” ; 

I stared at my companivn in quest of an elucidation of his mys- 


tery. 

a Don’t be alarmed, Tom, for I’m fearful I may have no opportu- 
of running any risk! Buthush! it'she! No, itisn’t. Yes, by the 
Lord Harry, itis. And now, Tom, be mad, be merry, or go hang 
yourself, for the game’s in view and will soon be bagged ‘” 

At this moment a number of gentlemen passed into the bar-room, 
and we, at a suggestion from Phil, passed ou 


t. 
By and by that “ tocsin of the soul, the dinner bell,” assemble 
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the company in the great saloon, and O’Hara, who seemed unusually 
excited, is eye on a group of four or five persons, who seemed 
to bea party, and secured seats for us both in close proximity 
with them, towards the head of the table. ; , 

“ The little purblind rascal don’t know me,” whispered Phil. 

“ What rascal?” I enquired. ‘ 

“ Never mind, you'll know by and by, when I have opened his eyes 
a bit.” 

O'Hara sat on my left. On my right, was a pert, conceited, and 
rather vulgar-looking little personage. Opposite to him sat a large, 
fat, flobby lady, with a great pale face, and on her right hand was 
seated a tall, muscular and good-looking man, between youth and 
middle age. This latter had the countenance of a person of high 
breeding ; but withal there seemed a sort of sleeping ferocity in it; 
and when he tried to smile, he could never get further than a sneer, 
which appeared to have more in it of bitterness than of pleasure. Be- 
sides these, there were two or three others who apparently belonged 
to the same “ set.” 

During the dinner, my ——- right hand man wate s great 
fass, and displayed a great of ignorant pomposity. He sum- 
moned a ror sa porink, = or sixth second, somewhat after the fash- 
ion that one might whistle at a loafer dog. He pronounced every- 
pve on the table uneatable. He declared that Anthony Dey’s ve- 
ritable Madeira, twenty years old and five dollars a bottle, was mere 
vinegar in comparison with the worst he had at home in his own cel- 
lar. And he even ventured some general criticisms on the company 

resent. 
: “ Here, you fellow, (to a waiter) I asked for chicken, and you 
have me, I should say, the wing of a carrion crow! y 


dear, (to fat lady,) you're not eating; but I don’t wonder, for 
there’s ing half cooked, and every thing on the table’s as tough 
as an old boot! Suppose — try a little fish my love! Here you, 


(to a flying waiter,) attend that lady! Sir John, (to the tall fierce 
looking animal,) I'll drink with you, though I wish the wine were 
more 

“ It might be better,” returned Sir John, but nevertheless, he toss- 
ed off his glass with an apparent relish. 

“If he wasn’t a baronet,” whispered Phil to me, “I'd have set 
him down for a cut-throat.” Bin. 

“ Sir John,” continued the little man, “I suppose you have no 
such barbarous imitation of wine as this in England.” 

* Oh! yes, occasionally.” 

“ Dear me, I’m astonished! I thought the Kings, Lords, and 
Commons wouldn’t allow it. You should only taste my wine, Sir 
John, buried fifty years ago in one of my Southern estates! 4h! 
that’s the stuff for trousers !” 

The pale lady blushed and hung her head, Sir John sneered, Phil 
gave my unfortunate self a knuckle in the ribs, and my loquacious 
neighbor chattered away. 

‘* [ like a republican government in some things, Sir John; but in 
other things I can’t say as I do. It aint the thing for men of pro- 
perty, Sir John! it mixes the classes so, and ruinates good society ! 
Ireland is something of a republic—isn’t it, Sir John?” 

“Not exactly, but it tends that way, I believe.” 

“ Yes, yes, I've heard no kings live in it; and the common peo. 
ple, as I’m told, hang up all the upper classes. Ah, Sir John! 
I wish they would tolerate titles here,so as to separate the chaff from 
the eorn. And so we will yet—see if we don’t, Sir John !” 

“God forbid!” said I, with an involuntary start. : 

‘As things now are, Sir John,” continued the little gentleman, 
not a notice me, “‘one meets with such low people in 
one’s travels, that it is quite disgustful. At watering places, or pub- 
lic hotels, for instance, families of fashion and distinction may have 


ent in ve ey ear? ppupp men who probably shave or dance the 


ight-rope for a 

“ Or mark billi »? muttered O’Hara under his teeth. 

*€ Shall I slap him in the face, Phil ?” said I. 

“ Be cool, Tom, and I'll give you your revenge in a moment.” 

“ However, Sir John,” said the little man, “it is only in the 
North one-runs the risk of vulgar associations! In the South—in 
Virginia, for instance, where I principally reside on the largest of 


™ammnat teak degree keeps by itself.” 
8 of Vir sir,” said O’Hara, in a counterfeited tone 


i 


ia, 
of voice, keeping his face out of sight, “ perhaps know 
—ae the celebrated Dr. Delaree, y emigrated to 


The little man, who was at this moment conveying a tit-bit of mut- 
tonto his mouth, fairly thrust it into his eye, and crimsoned all over ; 
while the pale lady who had blushed before, now became cadeve- 
rous. : 

“Sir, if itis me you are addressing,” returned my friend on the 
right, “1 would say that I am acquainted with no such person.” 

“ That’s singular, rejoined O’Hara, “ for he made a powerful 
sensation in the North ; and something better than that again, by his 
peculiar mode of treating cancers in the stomach !—to say nothing 
touching his genius in the mysterious art of bill sticking !” 

‘The fat lady barely suppressed a scream ; the little man sat stock 
still for a couple of minutes, as if my comrade’s wotds had convert- 
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ed him into a pillar of salt; and then perceiving the people were 
haaeies te leave the table, he made a brief apology to his wife 
an “4 John, and retired, nudging O’Hara in the back as he 
passed. 

Phil was soon after him, and I, by request, after Phil; until 
O’Hara brought up the Doctor with a slap on the back, when [ 
stopped within ear shot distance. 

“We're far enough, now,” said O'Hara, “* what do you want 
with me ?” 

* T don’t want you at all,” returned the Doctor. 

“ You lie, Dick Dempsy—you want to beg of me not to expose 
you! and if you don’tconfess it at once, I’ll return to the table and 
sing your adventures in a ballad.” 

* Don’t—don’t; O’Hara, for heaven’s sake: I was only joking.— 
How are you, my dear fellow? Why, I'm so happy to see you ‘!” 

“TI know you are, Dick; just about as happy to see me, as you'd 
be to see the devil! Have you nothing else to say to me ?” 

‘Let me think. No, Phil—not a word, that I know of !” 

Let me refresh your memory! What do you think of disbursing 
those hundred dollars you owe me ?” 

A hundred was it—surely that’s a mistake—when—how |” 

“ When and how ?” exclaimed O’Hara. “ Why, when you were 
selling Dr. Delaree’s infallible specific for the cure of Liver Com—”’ 

“Hash! hush! for mercy’s sake, and 1’! pay it once ;” groaned 
the little man, clapping his hand on Phil’s mouth; and the following 
instant a well lined wallet was produced, and O’Hara deposited some- 
thing in his vest pocket. 

“ Now, my dear old friend,” recommenced O’Hara, “ I’m going to 
place myself under an everlasting obligation to you.” 

“ Fo—fo—fo—for what, O’Hara ?” returned the Doctor. 

* For the loan of four hundred dollars, my dear sir. which I'm sad- 
ly in want of, for a month or two !”} 

** Po—po—pon my honor, O’Hara, [I haven’t got the half of it 
with me.” 

“ Well, Dick, I tell you what I’ll do—I’ll take the half of what 
you have in your wallet, and cry quits!” 

“Mr. O’Hara!’’ exclaimed the little man, stamping on the ground 
and looking fierce, “ I won’t be imposed on.” 

‘“‘Here’s gratitude,” retorted Phil, “when if I only told what I 
know among your matrimonial relations, so sure as they’d catch you 
in the state of Virginia, sosure they’d ride you out again on a rail.” 

“ Let the loan be two, O’Hara!”’ 

“ Nota penny less thanfour! And sure won’t I pay you with in- 
terest in a month or two, when I’ve married an heiress that’s prepa- 
ring to run off with me !” 

“I swear I won’t advance another dollar.” 

Faith you will, Dick,” answered the tormenter; ‘“‘ and if it were 
four thousand instead of four hundred, you’d advance it rather than 
that the bone of your bone should know any thing about the bill 
sticking.” 

“ D——n you, O’Hara, there they are, and let me have your note 
at six months!” exclaimed poor psey, making another disburse- 
ment from his wallet; “‘ but,” he continued, in the bitterness of his 
spirit, “Ihave a mind to tell my friend Sir John, who would know 
how this insult.” 

you what I’ll do,” said Phil, smiling, “ add another hun- 
dred to make the note the lucky five, and as big and fierce looking as 
is your worthy friend Sir John, I’ll engage, or forfeit all, to pull his 
nose for him before he’s five minutes older. And indeed, even as 
the case stands, I have a mind todo it on my own account, for some 
of hsp hang-gallows sneers the fellow favored me with at the dinner 
table.’ 

At this point, O’Hara wrote a promisory note with a pencil, and 
presented it to his victim. 

“Here, Dick, if I marry the heiress, I'l] pay you. [If not, I'm 
afraid you will have to increase the loan. And now go and con- 
gratulate yourself on your efforts to cheat an old friend out of a 
hundred dollars!” 

“ One word more,” said the doctor. “ You'll keep my secret—at 
least, while I’m here.” 

* And henceforth and forever.” 

* Will you swear it?” 

“ When did you every know me to break my word ?” 

“ T’m satisfied,” said the doctor, and he vanished. 

**T attempted when the learned M. D. had made himself scarce to 
remonsirate with O’Hara on his want of conscience; but, as the 
phrase goes, I might as well have whistled a jig to a milestone, under 
the idea that it would get up and dance to it.” 

* Conscience, and the rascal worth ten thousand a year!” exciaim- 
ed Phil, “ while I have a feather to fiy with! Conscience 
with a fellow that metamorphized me into a bill sticker, and never 
disbursed the price of the paste! By Jove I think I would have let 
him off light at a cent less than five thousand. Besides, you know 
he owes me every thing! Had I not dubbed him doctor, he could 
never have cured that cancer in the stomach, and would now, forty 
to one, be digging out stone on Blackwell’s Island |” 

was now death on the fortunes and heiresses, and it was 
wonderful to see how well he got on among them. Before the close 





of the first day he was all in all with a brisk young widow from 
Zouisiana; on the following morning he began to divide his atten- 
ténan between her and a bouncing full-blooded girl from Kentucky ;— 
anon, a little blue-eyed sylph from the West secured a corner in his 
affections; and before noon he had compelled his friend, the doetor, 
*o introduce him as a young man of high birth and expectations, to 
a blooming Virginian who was reputed to have a dowry worth a 
iing’s ransom. Thus, in less than twenty-four hours from our ar- 
rival, Master Phil had provided himself with no less than four golden 
strings to his bow! 

[ am here going to record an incident which will doubtlessly be 
remembered by many readers. Leaving Phil between the Virginian 
and the widow, who seemed to be fighting for him, I took a. stroll 
wefore dinner back into the country. The day was bright, warm, 
and glorious, but sufficiently breezy to be comfortable ; and all the 

ers were abroad, the majority sauntering in groups, but many of 
them solitaires like myself. Choosing a bye-road, I proceeded 
briskly along, and soon distanced aM my fellow-ruralists by nearly 
half a furlong, with the exception of a young lady, who was still a 
little a-head, and reading as she walked. Now, this young lady was 
Sermed like a fountain nymph, and had a remarkably handsome foot 
and ancle—-things than which there is nothing more attractive to a 
hachelor’s eye under the broad heavens. I lingered in my step to the 
end of gazing my full on Nature's masterpiece, in one of the most 
perfect of its specimens ; but still I gained on the fair wanderer until 


‘ 
Lee 


2°OWEIAS FF 
Sa Tpeeatlls.- 


4 7A J _ 
FO 4 





funchaare a Beir & pace of her, when she Benson from the 
i toe-path, for urpose, tly, of entering a n 
lane which opened from the left. ‘Ae i was in the centre of the road 
this increased our proximity ; but the lady continued her course 
without appearing to notice my presence. Scarcely, however, had 
she came in fiont of the lane than she uttered a shriek of terror, and 
stood stock still, while at the same instant a huge mastiff dog, foam- 
ing with hydrophobia, rushed at her with a how! of y: Ia 
moment for reflection, or any weapon about me, the lady t have 
‘become a victim. As it was, I had nothing for it but to madly 
forward in the headlong career of a natural impulse, and to throw 
myself astride of the monster, grasping him like grim death by the 
throttle. By this time his hideous muzzle was within half a foot of 
the fair stranger, and her dress was even bespattered by the foam of 
his madness. But how shall I describe the exertions of the tortured 
brute to free himself from his manacle. Even now my flesh creeps 
with the memory of them. At one moment he felt as ifhe were 
swelling, and about to burst under me ; anon, it would seem as if he 
were actually turning in his skin. The strength of his mad. 
ness, indeed, was equal to that of a wild bull. But what may not a 
weak man do in a strong necessity. My nerves had become iron— 
my grasp that of a giant ; and I even exulted in my position as I felt 
confident of being able to maintain the advantage. Meanwhile, the 
lady remained motionless for a few moments, and then tottered back. 
wards, as if about to faint; but instantly, her eye brightened, and 
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@ashed fire—the blood which had retreated to her heart rushed into grasp. He died so suddenly indeed, that I think that in his writh- 


‘ber pallid cheek, and she again advanced. 

“* For God’s sake, madam,” I exclaimed, “‘ keep back !” 

“Not so, most opportune knight errant,” she returned, at the 
sasac time withdrawing a filmy scarf from her shoulders, “for I 
think I can help you.” 

And thereon, and in spite of my entreaties—for I trembled for her 
sake—the brave girl began to wind the scarf around the dog’s neck. 
This additional resistance increased his exertions and his strength, 
while ion for the stranger’s safety seemed to reduce mine. 
My confidence was shaken. I glanced around tu see if succor was 
mear, when mine eyes caught sight of a gully of salt water within 
alfa perch. This at once ved me what to do; so, dragging 
the writhing monster to the edge of the gully, I leaped in, increasin 
‘the deadly elutch of my fingers in the descent; but notwithstand-. 

amg, the cry of terror sent forth by the poor animal at sight of the 
‘hated element, was heard almost at the distance of a furlong. Gods, 
‘then in earnest commenced the struggle for life and death. The 
«exertions and the rabid pangs of the drowning wretch were tremen- 
deus. He fairly twisted himself from under my legs, and brought 
sme to my knee; nay, at one instant I felt his foamy lip upon my 
awrist—and, notwithstanding the excitement of the moment, my 
keart stvod still with horror. But the struggle was soon over. After 
‘She last fearful effort to free himself his strength declined apace, and 
“ta another minute his agonies were over, and he lay dead in my 


ings he had burst some important blood vessel. 

en I extricated myself from the ditch, I discovered that seve- 
ral persons had arrived, and that the fair stranger was in a swoon. 
I enquired her name, and was informed that it was Lucy Livingston. 


CHAPTER VII. 

My comrade did not show himself in our mutual bedchamber un- 
til past two o’clock in the morning; yet when I awoke at seven, and 
after about as many hours’ sleep, he was among the missing. In a 
few minutes, however, he entered with a jug of milk punch in his 

and muttering half aloud, 

It’s awful what a man has to suffer for his sins in this wicked 
world! I had to turn half highwayman in order to coax a fair loan. 
out of an old friend; and here, I couldn’t even get a pint of pure 
milk, without kissing a dutch dairy maid that’s as soft and as shape- 
less as a tub of her own butter!” 

«“ Why, you might have had milk at the bar, man,” said I. 

“ Ha !—you awake, master Fortunatus! Yes, Tom, [ might have 
had milk at the bar, but not without a certain artificial embeilishment 
which I never patronize myself, and a cowin the neighberhaod! In 
all conscience there’s water enough in the brandy.” 

« And so you kiss’d it first proof out of the dairy maid.” 

“ Kiss’d! By the lord! the kissing was only the priming; f 
hadn’t I to promise to go bundling with her after the regular Dutc,_ 
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fashion before she’d disburse a drop of it! But tell us, Tom, now 
that I have you a moment to myself from old Livin:ston and the rest 
of the moek nobility, was that affair of yesterday a real, downright 
accidental adventure ? or did you, in the first place, bring it about by 
setting the dog at the lady 7?” 

“ Why now, Phil, sure you could’nt suspect me ?” ' 

“No, Tom, in troth I couldn’t, for you’re too great a booby to 
think of any thing so gloriously originel! Gads! what a hay-ma- 
king time it would be for bachelors were all the dogs to take the hy- 
drophobia, and proper opportunities for running at wealthy young 
heiresses.”’” ; ; 

** You speak of the affair, O'Hara, as if I might derive any perso- 
nal advantage from it.” } : 

‘‘ Hear the fellow! Why, man, she’s the prettiest girl at Rocka- 
way by a score to a dozen; has a gold mine or two for a dowry ; and 
is Only waiting for you to whistle her out of the Spinster’s Brigade.” 

‘*Pooh, man! she’s above my mark!” in ' 

“« And so she ought to be, or any girl of spirit, after making such 
a plebian admission! Above your mark! If I were only in your 
boots, ’d hunt up a parson and marry her before sun-down.” 

“ And what would the girl be doing, Phil ?” 

* Just whatever I’dlike to ask her! Jupiter, boy, how deep she’s 
in love with you! aad how she did keep stealing side-long looks of 
“O, Tom, won’t you ask me to marry you 2” at that Miss-in-her-teens 
phiz of yours all the afternoon! In fact, man, there’s nothing in the 
way but the old woman; for if you only tell Anthony, that you're a 
true Democrat, on the true Jeffersonian principles, he’ll give you 
Lucy in less than no time, if it was only for the purpose of increas- 
ing the stock !”’ 

* For shame, Phil., to speak so of Miss Livingston !” 

“‘ Nay, ehum, I forgot your position, and that henceforth Lucy 
Livingston is Tom Stapleton’s battle cry! But as I was saying, the 
raother’s the devil incarnate after the haut ton ;—especially if its 
transatlantic; so that I had to manage my cards ingly, or we'd 
have lost the game. After a little conversation about titles, digni- 
ties, and so forth, says she to me, ‘The O’Hara’s, I believe, are an 
[rish famity of distinction!’ ‘Second to none in the kingdom, Ma- 
dam,’ said I. ‘Were you acquainted with any of the titles, sic?’ 
said she, .* With at least two-thirds of the w of them, Madam,’ 


making 
empire, with my Uncle, the Earl of Mount-Cashel!’ You should 
only have seen her, Tom, when I spoke of my noble relative! I 
was really afraid the old lady was going down on her marrow bones 
to worship me!” 

*O Phil! Phil! you are too bad.” 

Too bad! Why, Tom Stapleton, would you have had me say or 
do any thing that was suggestive of bil/-sticking,and Antony’s Cham. 
pagne, scarcely a whit inferior to the nectar of the gods? to say no- 
thing of you and the heiress? But even that was not the worst of 
it, for when I had established my own character, the old lady asked 
me about yours.” 

* And you told her the truth I hope and trust!” 


«I'd have seen you both hanged first! What! the Earl of Mont- 
Cashel’s nephew playing high fellow well met, with the beggarly 
denizen of a hole in the wall three stories up !—a fellow who cleans 
his own boots, and is sometimes suspected of not paying for them! 
Not I, faith—I knew a trick worth two of it—I had more respect, 
boy, for the excellent old proverb which informs us that ‘a man is 
known by his company!” 

* Well, well—but hang it, Phil, I trust you gave me no title !”” 

* At all events’ I haven’ as yet; though I certainly was on the 
point of announcing you as my wncle’s son and heir—Lord Mount- 
Cashel by courtesy! However, on reflection, [ acknowledged you 
merely as a brief steamboat acquaintance; but iatimated that I be- 
lieved you were a scion of the noble house of Pembroke.” 

“The devil Pembroke you !” 


. ad Amen! if he’ll throw in the fortune of the family. But come, 
prea op ae A not forgetting the dairy maid! And now, Tom, let’s 

And accordingly I fell too at my toilet, and somehow I found it 
more than usually difficult to bring it to a conclusion. I tried one 
waist-eoat, then another, then another, and returned to the first, pet- 
tishly. I tortured my unfortunate hair into half a dozen fashions, 
and concluded by letting it take the bent of its own genius; and I 
practised as many attitudes at the glass as if I had been preparing to 
— at old ray as one of the Gladiators. ; 

alt aos —_ ~ = for it, spooney,”’ observed my friend. 
ots peta, hay the shaft the blind markman that 

one’s brains a eri d i t 

tH iim: .. 

* No such thing, Phil; devil a bit of it.” 

** Tut, man! don’t I see and hear it! The curner of your eyes, 
Tom, have eaught the verdigrass fever already; and the way your 
heart goes thumping agains! your ribs is proof sufficient that your 
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blood is at fever-heat, and raging about like the seven tides in the 
Bay of Biscay!’ . 

‘Well, have it yourown way. But say, Phil, how do I show off ?” 

“Just like a stuffed figure in a tailor’s showease. Had you 
sacrificed as much to the graces, yesterday, Tom, you'd never have 
conquered the mastifi!” 

Hang it,” said I, “‘ I believe I do look too stiff!” 

Not a jot,” returned Phil, “I was only joking. In fact, Tom, 
you look so much like a gentleman that a casual observer might sus- 
pect you had paid for your very coat! By the way, is it a Frost or 
a Wheeler ?” 

“A Wheeler.” 

J mighthave known as much by the force of sympathy. Ah, 
Tom, that Wheeler’s the common father and patron of half the 
young men about town; though we sometimes serve him scurvily 
enough. Did you ever hear how he was treated by our friend P ?”” 

“c No.” 

‘* Why, after dunning P. by proxy for a couple of years he called 
himself with the bill, and found the delinquent on the City Hotel 
steps, among a number of hiscronies. ‘ Mr. P.,’ said Wheeler, ‘I'm 
astonished that you give me so much trouble about that little account. 
Pray when do you mean to settle it?? ‘Hah!’ returned P., looking 
enquiringly at the intruder, ‘You are Mr. — Mr. — Hang me if I 
can remember for the life of me! Pray, sir, wil' you be so kind as 
to favor me with your name?’ ‘ My name ! exclaimed the astonish- 
ed Prince of Coat Cutters, ‘you knew it well enough once Mr. P. 
My name, sir, is Wheeler!’ ‘Wheeler !—Wheeler!’ drawled forth 
P., reflectively, and proceeding very leisurely te pick his teeth by 
way of assisting his recollection. ‘Ah, now I believe 1 remember! 


You are, if I mistake not, a confectioner, or a tailor, or something . 


of that sort!’ ‘Sir, I am Wheeler, the tailor; the unfortunate in- 
dividual who made the coat you’ve got on your back!’ ‘For the 
which,’ answered P., ‘I have no doubt it is at this moment laughing 
in its sleeve at you! But jesting apart, the fact is, my dear sir, that 
whenever I am prepared to commence the labors of liquidation, I in- 
tend to go through the roll alphabetically, and as Wheeler is unfor- 
tunately among the W’s, it is apparent that some time must elapse 
before it will come to your turn!’ Such a coo! affront naturally 
froze up the hinges of poor Whceler’s tongue, and compelled him to 
an inglorious retreat. But tradition says that on his return home 
he laughed himself into such a good humor on the strength of his 
adventure, that he sent a polite note to P., and trusted him with 
another suit for the joke sake.” 

I have spared the reader any account of the abundance of the 
thanks and tears that were showered and shed on me by the elder 
Livm on the day previous; and which were this morning re- 
newed in a milder form, Such seenes are, I should say, interesting 
to no one; and least of all to the honored individual who chances to 
be the unhappy victim of them. Saving a beautiful girl from the 
fangs of a rabid: dog is, doubtlessly, a very pleasant pastime, especially 
to an unmarried man—and yet more especially if the girl be an heir- 
ess—but Heavens help the deliver, if he finds himself immediately 
afterwards in the hands of her fond parents, and enduring the hugs 
and tears—kisses inclusive—of half.a-score of fat aunts, >lubbering 
nurses, and snuff-taking grandmothers. To add to my torments, my 
worthy chum stood laughing at me as I was passing through the gauat- 
let. But, nevertheless, 1 bore every thing with the fortitude of a 
martyr, and came out of the excruciating ordeal covered with laurels. 

My new made acquaintances had formed themselves with others of 
the boarders into a set of exclusives, who walked together, talked 
anew, bathed togeth<r, sat together at table, and affected to treat 

the other sojourners of the house with coolness, if not with ac- 
tualcontempt. Into this set Dempsy and his wife had wormed them- 
selves, through the interest of the baronet, and O'Hara and myself 
were admitted as honorary members; but less, I am thinking, because 
of the dog adventure, than in reference to ‘‘ our noble relatives,” the 
Mount Cashels, and Pembrokes. Apart however, from the pleasure 
of being near Miss Livingston, this society had no charm for me. It 
had all the assumptions of a privileged aristocracy, without any of 
its ease or confidence. Its members, conscious of the a smell of the 
shop, and wishing to disguise it, were mostly mounted on stilts, from 
which they rarely descended, Neither was their affectation of high 
life redeemed by wit, education, or knowledge of the world; for, in 
the main, they were silly, stupid, and ignorant, whether of books or 
things; albeit their conversation was liberally embellished with slip 
slop allusion to the fine arts, poetry, the drama, et cetera, which, as 
I subsequently learned, was to be attributed to a practice they had of 
sehooling themselves in certain fashionable foreign novels, that ridic- 
ulously enough assume to be the mirrors and models of the haut fon. 
In their favor be it remarked, that it was this bungling imitation of 
an unnatural and tottering class which made them show forth to so 
little advantage; for I found several of my elite friends, whom I had 
set down as hopeless simpletons in the coterie, persons of much 
shrewdness and general intelligence when out of it, and off their 
guard. I say off their guard—because this general intelligence—as 
it might seem to indicate commercial pursuits—was, unless by acci- 
dent, sedulously kept in the back ground. I have frequently heard it 
charged against Americans, that they never leaye the shop behind 
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ionable watering places, and if he hears them allude to the shop, I 
will give him full per on to fillip Tom Stapleton with a three 
man beetle. 


» as a general rule, they hate the shop—despise 
the s not endure the least theien the shop; the ladder 
which they mounted to fortnne on is not only kicked down, but care. 
fully buried from their sight; and if there is any one thing in the 
world which troubles them more than another, it is the glorious fact 
that in our republican country the practical man of business is, to 
say the least of him, as influential and honorable a member of society 
as any of themselves. 

“Our set” consisted of about twenty persons; but there were dif- 
ferent grades in it—each family occupying a station in accordance 
with its reputed wealth—which left two middle-aged virgins—not 
quite as ugly as sin, but certainly as consequential as Lucifer—in 
possession of the throne. These two vestals were enormously wealthy, 
and they let every one know it. They were the daughters of a re- 
tired and deceased crockery merchant, who in his early days had 
carried his stock in trade in a hand basket; but this they let nobody 
know; and would not, I am persuaded, have done so of their own 

if the information were to have exalted their departed pro- 
genitor from the prison-house mentioned by the ghost in Hamlet, up 
to the apex of the seventh heaven. Our set entertained a general 
contempt for Americans, as the word seemed to them to be associated 
with an idea of agrarianism; but on foreigners they were as sweet 
as honey; indeed, if any foreigner chanced, unfortunately for him- 
self, to have the slightest aristocratic appendage to his name, he was 
instantly made prisoner of war, and installed in the seat of honor, 
there to be imitated and worshipped by the whole group. 

Hence, Sir John was a great man with the clique, which I could 
see he laughed at in his sleeve; but the principal victim was a young 
spooney-looking Cockney, with pea-green eyes, and yellow mousto- 
ches, who called himself the Honorable Arthur Fitz Roy. 

As for myself, I believe I managed my cards tolerably well amongst 
my fashionable friends; but Phil soon ceased to be a favorite; which 
‘was principally owing to the villain’s propensity for joking; for, 
from the moment that he discovered that the slightest allusion to the 
early avocations of the various members of the coterie was regarded 
with a species of horror, he seldom lost an opportunity of inflicting 
them. But he was held in more than common aversion by the Misses 
Winterbottoms—the crockery ladies—for referring to them a dispu- 
ted question respecting the pattern of a China tea-pot, which annoy- 
ed them so much, that they discountenanced him altogether, and used 
their influence to have him ousted from the set. 

It was little, however, that Phil cared for this—for what he lost in 
the favor of the elite, he amply made up for in the good graces of the 
rest of the company, with whom he was the “ white-headed boy,” 
and who regarded the exclusives with feelings of jealousy and dislike, 
and gloried in »ny thing that tended to their mortification. The 
Misses Winter ttoms, too, by reason of their great wealth, and 
ridiculous assumptions, were their particular antipathies; so that 
O’Hara’s affair with these golden vestals regarding the tea-pot, had 
exalted him to an enviable pitch in the estimation of the republican 
party. Besides, he had his hands full with certain fair ladies already 
mentioned, each of whom he wooed after her own humor. For in- 
stance, with the buxom Widow he was all life and manhood, taking 
care to bring the faultless turn of his leg, and the powerful action of 
his nerves and his muscies under her notice on all favorable occa- 
sions. With the bouncing Kentucky girl he romped, and jumped, 
and succeeded to a nicety in showing off a half horse, half aligator. 
To the blue-eyed Western Sylph, who was a votaress of the muses, 
he lisped quotations from the amatory poets, and discoursed of bowers 
and zephyrs, and love among the roses. And thus, he suited the 
tastes of each, and was an object of devotion—nearly of cap-pulling 
to all of them for his pains. 

I may as well remark here en passant, that O’Hara soon discovered 
—perhaps by sympathy, or, as it might now be called, animal mag- 
netism— that Mr. Dempsey’s protegee, the Virginian heiress, was 
herself on a matrimonial speculation, and had no fortune other than 
her nerve and her beauty, assisted by the worthy physician’s well 
digested insinuations. It is to be added that she made no Benedict at 
Rockaway, but succeeded in so doing at a later period and another 
place, the particulars of which may be given hereafter. 

One afternoon, we “ the exclusives” were at desert and small talk ; 
the former excellent, the latter just about as silly as language and a 
plentiful lack of ideas, &c. could make it—notwithstanding even my 
somrade’s occasional shots between wind and water. But as sorrow 
loves company, I will inflict my gentle readers with a specimen, so 
that they may judge for themselves. 

*¢Oh! Henrietta!’ said the elder Miss Winterbottom, in a toler- 
ably loud voice so that every person in the neighborhood might be 
aware of the important fact that she was conversing with an ‘ Honor- 
orable:’ “Oh! Henrietta! whatdo you think ?—the honorable Mr. 
Fitzroy informs me that he has waltzed with the queen of England!” 

“Dear me, how delightful ; how I should like to have been there,” 
returned Henrietta. 


“Her majesty’s waltzing’s quite pecooler,” lisped the sprig of no- 
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bility in a dialect that savored rather of the slums of Westmiaste), 
than Windsor Castle. 

“T have heard that she was a very pecooler woman,” replied Miss 
Winterbottom, who now took it for granted that such was the aristo- 
cratic method sf pronouncing the italicised word. 

Quite so; but still a chawming person,” rejoined Fitzroy. ‘ Fitz 
Woy,’ said she to me after we had gone the wound of the woom 
twenty times, « you’re a most hawyble kweeture to dwag me about iv 
sucha hawfal manner.’ ‘ You made me feel as if I was flying, you: 
majesty,’ said I, ‘for you waltz with the gwace of a faiwey.’ ‘O' 
Fitzwoy,’ said she, ‘that’s too good ; but let’s go to the wefewshmen: 
woom.’ Soin we went, and her majesty ate an ice kweam, and 
dwank a little weak bwandy and water.” 

“ Why, does the queen drink brandy and water ?” 

“ Always after waltzing. It’s wecommended by her physician !” 

J have heard so before,” observed Henrietta. 

And on the same evening, in the heat of the “‘ Hop,” for we had a 
dance, so called, twice or three times a week at Rockaway, both la- 
dies evideneed their approbation of the royal taste, by preferring a 
dash of Cogniac in a glass of the liquid element, to wine negus. 

“ Sir,’ said O’Hara, “it is popularly reported that the difference 
between the ‘blood royal’ and all the other blood is, that the former is 
of a deep purple, while the latteris red. Is that a fact ?” 

“T have never heard contwadicted—and pwesume it’s the case !” 
answered Fitzroy. 

‘* Who is your favorite poet, Mr. Shipley?” enquired Mrs. Living- 
ston of a starch’d up, smockedfaced exquisite on my left, who had 
his eye fixed sentimentally on the ceiling, as if he were sitting for 
his picture, and wished to be taken in an intellectual attitude. 

“ Lord Beeron, meedem,’” answered Smockface, in a voice that 
made one suppose he might be slightly affected with the lockjaw, and 
thereby unable to give his words full measure. 

“O! Mr. Shipley, and he such a ferocious character !” ey 

“ Meedem, that’s why I glory in him. I like ferocity, and living 
among hizh mountains, and being hated by the world and all that! 
In fact, my friends tell me that my whole nature is decidedly Bee- 
ronic.” 

« Bywon was a great witer, no doubt,” observed Fitzroy; “ bu 
give me Pierce Egan. That’s the wemarkable man.” 

*¢ Beeron for me!’ exclaimed Smockface 


‘And Pierce Egan for me,” simpered Miss Winterbottom, to which 


she added, “ J think, Mr. Fitzroy, he writes chiefly for the annuals.”’ 

“You are vewy cowect, madam,” returned the honorable, though 
at the same time he looked as if he wasn’t very clear as to what the 
annuals meant. ; 

*O! Tremember the name now—he’s a sweet poet,” observed 
Henrietta, whose leading characteristic it was never to admit igno- 
rance in any thing. 

‘And vewy gwand and womantic, especially in hoss waces, and 
the pwize wing,” added Fitzroy. 

**He’s not the author of the House that Jack Built, as was rumor- 
ed !—is he, sir ?” enquired O’Hara. 

* Can’t say exactly, but have heard it attwibuted to him," replied 


the erudite scion of a noble house. 


**I must continue to advocate the claims of my Beeron,” said 
Smockface; “he fills one’s soul with such extatic visions of gloom 
and horror! Beside, his noble sentiments, and pathetic abhorrence 
of mankind, keeps one so much apart from the vulgar !” 

“There is certainly some advantage in that,” remarked Lucy’s 
mamma. “ Don’t you think so, Mr. O’Hara ?” 

‘‘ Decidedly, madam,” returned Phil, “ more particularly as there 
appears to be no mode of avoiding the connection! For instance, I 
recently met,and made a cempanion of a fashionable looking young 
fellow at the springs, whom I subsequently discovered to be a common 
bill poster!” 

Mrs. Liviagston, (in a species of scream)—* a what ?” 

A bill poster, madam!—a sticker-up of placards against dead 
walls and such places.” 

“O! shocking !”” 

“It’s awful madam—but the truth nevertheless, and my friend 
Mr. Dempsy can bear witness to it.” 

Poor Dempsy, however, instead of putting himself forward to bear 
witness to it, thrust half an apple down his throat, asf with suici- 
dal intentions, and almost took the road after his forefathers in a 
mingled fit of suffocation, and mental horror. 

“its a shame there is no law to punish such audacious scoundrel- 
ism,” advanced a rather antiquated, stiff, and vulgar-looking, but ex- 
tremely dandified person, who sat opposite Phi!, and who in early 
life had been eminent as a tailor, and made a fortune by three suc- 
cessful failures. This person had rendered himself rather obnoxious 
to myself, and Phil, by reason of sundry sly hints, which we under- 
stood he had ventured to the effect that we were a couple of Jeremy 
Diddlers ; “It’s a pity there is no law to punish such audacious scoun- 
drelism,”’ advanced this person. 

‘They almost deserve hanging, sir,” said Phil. 

“T entirely agree with you, sir,” returned the tailor, for by “ edg- 
ing themselves, accidentally or otherwise, into our best society, they 
make it, as it were, a sort of hetrogeneous mass.” 
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“ Like a many colored bunch of tailor’s leavings, in fact,” said 
O’Hara. 

The deadly enemy of all the Jeremys having been in no very good 
humor before, this wicked allusion stirred him into wrath, and he 
replied taruy, ' . 

“ For myself, I suspect all strangers, sir,—all! But more especially 
those whom I meet at places of public resort!” 

* [v's well and wisely done,’’ retorted Phil, “as at such plsces one 
runs the risk of being thrown into occasional colloquies with per- 
sons who nay have made one’s breeches, or even plundered their 
creditors !”’ 

The tailor’s only reply was a verdigris blush that passed rapidly 
over his sallow visage; but Phil, whom he had deeply nettled by some 
malignant insinuations, determined he should not escape 80 easily : 
therefore after the lapse of a minute or so, he addressed him, 

“Sir, you may pride yourself on wearing the best fitted coat in the 
company. May I be so presumptions as to ask you who made it?” 

“Darley, sir! Darley of Broad street!” answered the would-be 
aristocrat, in a tone of much pomposity. bed 

“thought so!” exclaimed Phil, “and the wageris mise.” 

“What wager, sir, if I may in inquire ?” said the retired tailor. 

“ Why, sir,” returned O’Hara, in a tolerably loud voice, “ my 
iriend Stapleton and I have had a dispute about your coat! I pronoun- 
ced it a Darley, or a St. John; but he, strong in his ignorance, wa- 
gered mea Leary hat that it was one of your own cut !” 

The efiect on the poor tailor was prodigious ; but it was brief. He 
sprang from his chair, seized his plate with the full intention of hurl- 
ing it at O’Hara’s head, but instantly again changed his mind, laid 
down his weapon, and left the table. 

‘“‘ That will be a match of ‘ pistols and coffee for two,’ thought I; 
but I was mistaken; for on getting out into the open air, the worthy 
tailor gave vent to his indignation by kicking his black servant. And 
so begun and ended the quarrel. : 

Let no member of the craft so ungraciously dealt with above, im- 
azine that myself or my friend intended to insult it. Far be the sus- 
picion from us. Indeed we were both marvellously indebied to it; 


2 and one of the greatest offences which Mr. —— had committed in 


our sight, was his affected contempt of an honorable fraternity, for 
which we, as in duty bound, entertained feelingsof sincere respect, 
gratitude and admiration. 

Meanwhile the general conversation progressed. 

« Mr, Stapleton,” said Mr. Livingston, as the latter luckless indi- 
vidual was stealing a three corner glance at Lucy, who, for her part, 
appeared to have no eyes for any thing but a plate of almonds and 
raisins, which she was discussing with a great deal of apparent inter- 
est. ‘ Mr, Stapleton, the time has arrived when every man, sir, must 
be a politician; must buckle an the armor of his country, sir, and 
fight for its institutions! And as I have always said and maintained, 
when called upon to express my opinions on the subject, the princi- 
ples of a Jefferson, sir, is the only rock wherein the stripes and stars 
and the American eagle can find a safe anchorage.” 

“Your argument amounts to an axiom, sir,” said I, at the same 
time wendering what Jefferson’s opinions happened to be about, and 
admiring Mr. L.’s original figure touching the anchorage of a ‘‘ ban- 
ner and a bird.” He continued : 

‘ Sir, the great fiscal institution of our country is a many-headed 
hydra, always on the watch with its thousand mouths for whom it 
may devour. Its eyes, sir, are the eyes of a rattlesnake or a bazalisk, 
and the people are the little birds that are facinated. Its tail, sir, is 
the flail of destruction that is thrashing the people out of thei: sub- 
stance, and leaving nothing but chaff behind it. And, sir, its stom- 
ach, its very bowels, isthe maelstrum of the people’s substance, and 
will soon be the grave of the people’s liberties; if, with the aid of the 
principles of a Jefferson, we do not crush him under our heel.” 

Here the worthy orator closed his eyes and fel! back in his chair ; 
apparently wondering why such an outburst of eloquence was not 
greeted with three rounds of enthusiastic applause. 

‘Tom,” whispered O’Hfra to me, ‘‘I see you’re in a purgatory; 
but never mind, Lucy’s the redemption ; so go it streng on the Jeffer- 
son principle.” 

“ Poetry is a passion with me,” observed Smockface, “ but statuary 
and the fine arts are also objects of my fond idolatry.” 

‘«‘ And of mine,”? said Henrietta. 

“ And of mine, too, and of all persons of polish,’ exclaimed Miss 
Winterbottom in a rhapsody, “ Don’t you think so, Mr. Fitzroy ?” 

** Most weligiously, madam !”” 

“They flourish in England of course, sir ?” 

* Yes, madam, in a mest wemarkable and twiumphant degwee !” 

. is your favorite sculptor, sir?” inyuired O'Hara. ‘Can- 
ova or Paganini ?”” 

“ Paganini, I should wather say, though publie opinion is divided !” 
replied the cockney at a venture. 

“I thought Paganini was only a fiddler!” remarked Mrs. Living- 


** Oh, he is equally celebwated in both bwanches, madam,” return- 


_ ed the Honorable Mr. Fitzroy, with infinite coolness. 


Now it so happened that there was one’thing, and one thing alone, 


s about the Hotel at Rockaway that was open to censure, and this was 
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the table service ; which, owing doubtlessly to breakages from time 
to time, consisted of the remnants of a great number of sets, so that, 
(I mention the case by way of illustration of the sufferings thus im- 
posed on us,) I might be dining off a blue plate, and my right or left 
hand neighbor on a brown or green one. I cannot say that any loss 
of appetite was the consequence; nor had I heard any censorious 
remarks made on the subject, even by the aristocracy, previous to 
those Iam about to note. Perceiving that his American friends 
were very hard on their own country, the Honorable Arthur Fitz 
Roy occasionally indulged himself in a witty rap or twoat our habits 
and manners, which were sure to be responded to by Smuckface, the 
Winterbottoms, and two or three others. He had already, on the 
present day, been very pleasant on our absurd customs of eating eggs 
out of tumblers—driving on the right side of the road, and so forth, 
when he remarked with a sneer—* And here is another thing that 
would’nt be tollewated in any hinn or otel in the hiles of Gweat 
Bwitain: this here placing of plates and things of diffewent pattew- 
ens on the same table !”” 

‘**T must say it is very ungenteel and extraordinary,” said Miss 
Winterbottom. 

“ Positively shameful !” simpered Henrietta. 

“ [have frequently said so,” added Smockface. 

** It would be considered outwageously widiculous and ill bwed in 
my countwy,” continued Fitz Roy. “But then to he sure our no- 
bility and gentwy never wun any wisks, as they always make it a 
point to bwing their own china and silver along with them, when 


they go a wuralising !’ 

It was remarked that Miss Winterbottom gave a sudden start whea 
she heard this announcement, and that she retired almost immediate- 
ly afterwards; though it was her usual custom to sit and learn, so 
long as the Honorable Mr. Fitz Roy seemed willing to teach. Soon 
afterwards it was rumored that the scion of nobility was going to 
New York for a couple of days on private business, and that he would 
be the bearer of an epistle, from the Misses Winterbottom to theix 
establishment in the city, directing that certain articles of silver and 
china ware should be sent to them at Rockaway ferthwith. This 
was of course for display; and to the end of making all the rest of 
he ge not even forgetting the clique, hide their diminished 

! 

Well, that day wore away without any other incident to distin- 
guish it, further than that | noticed something very mysterious, and 
of a business character in my comrade’s department. I also heard 
him in high conference with a countryman of his own, one Barney 
Murphy, a gentleman that has to flourish largely in the following 

; and who, at this stage of my autobiography, was a sort of 
0 -on servant of the Livingstons; less, however, for any domes- 
tic purposes than as a political telegraph, and pioneer te old Anthony. 
Whatever Phil and his compatriot were about the arrangement was 
concluded when I entered the room, and I only heard the fag end of 
their conversation; which ran as follows: 

* Oh, bad luck to you, Misther O'Hara, you’re the divil,” said Bar- 
ney, ‘but it’s the way wid all ov your name !” 

‘* Mind you don’t bungle it, Barney.” 

‘Ob, botherashin !—sure, Bloodinages! if it was makin an Ald- 
herman I wouldn’t bungle it, laivin alone takin the shine out ov an 
owld maid.” 

‘¢ What abont old maids ?” said I, as I entered the room. 

** The divil a much good any way, wherever they are!” answered 
Barney, and off he went, leaving Phil in a kink of laughter at the 
idea of some mischief a-head, the nature of which all mg ingenuity 
could not work out of him; and, (as he never entered into an expla- 
nation,) if it does not find a solution in the sequel of this chapter, [ 
remain ignorant as to the cause of his merriment to this day. 

At ten o’clock the following morning a light wagon arrived, bear- 
ing a small crat@ directed to the Misses Winterbottom, and with the 
following injunclion on a large card, ‘“‘ Be careful, and keep this side 
up.” Under the directions of the Misses W., (who were dressed up 
as if for some peculiarly important occasion,) this crate was deposit- 
ed, (for obvious reasons,) right in front of the hotel, and at least half 
a perch from the steps, so as to afford an unbroken view to the loi- 
terers above. A large table and sundry baskets were then brought 
out, whereon, and in, todisplay the glittering treasures of plate and 
china. Meanwhile there was a great commotion in doors; a rumor 
(seemingly without tongues) pervaded the house, that it was worth 
while to go out on the balcony to see what was to be seen. No one 
knew where this rumor originated! or whatit was about! or whether 
they heard or felt it! but still they followed its suggestions, so that 
in a few minutes, full three hundred anxious individuals were looking 
out; and as there was no other object to attract their attertion, their 
eyes naturally rested on the little crate, the large table—baskets in- 
clusive—and the two well-dressed ladies, who were in a state of great 
excitement as they gave directions about drawing nails, cutting cords, 

other matters connected with their forthcoming triumph. And 
greatly did the Miss Crockeries rejoice at the scnsation they were 
creating, and the many eyes they would dazzle; they little knew that 
out of the three hundred persons who were gazing down on them 
and their’s, at least two hundred and eighty—)whether out of feel- 
ings of envy, dislike, carelessness or republicanism)—would have 
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tarned from their aristocratic display, had it not been for the myste- 
rious undefinable rumor, or rather pervasion, which seemed to pro- 
mise more sport to them, than glory to the tion. 

At last the cover of the crate and a lair of straw were removed; 
but no treasure was visible. Another lair followed; but still nothing 
but straw hailed in sight. But while the third lair was in the act of 
peers Agere) ight clatter was heard. ‘Hold! hold! your 

nd,” cried Miss Winterbottom to the servant, in a state of great 
agitation, “I fear there’s something broken!” ‘Oh! dear, how 
dreadful !” exclaimed Miss Henrietta. Whereon the servant stood 
gaping, and holding an armfull of straw like a canopy over the grate. 
Then there were a few moments cf immense trepidation, excitement, 
and Anon, as if by mutual consent, the two dexter hands 
of the fait ladies went down deep, deep, into the straw, and under 
cover of the canopy. Anon, again, they were observed to rise slow. 
ly, but with an affectation of much grace. At that instant the ser- 
vant drew back to give his mistresses fair play for a flourish; and 
at the same moment the hands heaved into sight, each with an ap- 
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But how fared the poor Misses Winterbottoms? Alas, wofully 
enough : At the time they were raising their hands from the crate, 
their eyes were turned upon the multitude to see the effect—for each 
fondly thought she had hold of the pride of the family—the three 
pottle silver teapot—in her lily white fingers, and had an idea if the 
sun was’nt exactly put out of countenance by its magnificence, at 
least that the eyes of all and singular those present, would wink and 
blink, and glisten again on beholding it. Accordingly, they drew 
their hands forth with a flourish—and then, after the brief pause to 
start fair on, the roar began. The reader may well suppose that 

- the first thing the sisters did was to drop their burdens like—as the 
fare apres Teo run Sotien ¢ wd Whether as- 
pea ter, or paral eir position, or 

blood stood still with indignation, I pt. tell; but sooth 
they stood, for six mortal seconds, stiff and frigid, as if 
suddenly petrified, or struck with epilepsy---and sta- 
e while at the two “appendages” as if they took them for 
ghosts. Thetick of the seventh second, however, brought them 
feeling, action, and a full appreciation of the posi- 
and the figures they cut; instantly therefore, they 
into a thousand pieces against the poor ser- 
which happened to be the most convenient thing 
the overplus of their wrath on; and then they 
quickly off to their rooms, that it was imagined by some 
t they had vanished, spirit like, in the blaze of their own indig- 


uuons. 

A survey of the further contents of the crate, was the occasion 
of another roar, for it was found to contain nothing but four more 
of the “what you call ems” and a number of very unaristocratic 
paving stones thrown in for a make-weight. 
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pendage clutched firmly by the handie in its fingers. But such ao 
appendage! O, shade of the departed crockery merchant! O, pois 
and kettles ! 

There was an instant’s pause on the part of the three hundred spec- 
tators, when they saw the hardware; and then a very yell of laugb- 
ter—fierce, wild, and fiendlike—that rose and fell—and stopped—ani 
began again—and then went down to a chuckle—and anon went up 
to kink—and from that to a roar—and so on—up and down, until the 
risible faculties of every man, woman, and child present, were 
thoroughly jaded out, exploded, or otherwise rendered unfit for further 
action. It is true that in the beginning the aristocracy endeavored 
to look grave ; but it would’nt do—the epidemic was too catching ; 
so away they went, as well as the worst of them; and even poor 
Smockface’s attempt to gag himself with his cambric handkerchiei 
was a decided failure; for before the fun was half over his cachi- 
— exertions made him asred in the soul's index as a beetroot 
pudding. 
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The poor Misse * “Jottoms had another, but a lesser mortifi- 
cation (however i. involved greater loss) to suffer. The Honorable 
Arthur Fitz Roy presented their nove, and introduction, at their town 
establishment, and kindly volunteered, with «he aid of his servant, 
to take charge of the plate on his return to Rockaway. According- 
ly, a number of most imposing looking pieces, to the value of several! 
hundred dollars, were put in his charge, and he took his leave. But 
alas !—he so effectually forgot the road by which he was to return 
to Rockaway, that neither himself or the plate have been heard from 


since. bps esenoat 
CHAPTER VIII. 

The last two chapters it may be remembered, were episodica), 
chiefly introduced for the purpose of ining the nature of my 
position with the Livingstons. I now resume the “ thread of my 
discourse,” commencing with the day following that of my adven- 
ture with the Frenchman in the box. This day was a blank page in 
the history of my life. The next ditto. And so also the next. 

On night the fourth, I and Washington Irving, were Whirling away 
the nights together; that is, myself in propria persona, and the gen- 
tlest of Knickerbockers as represented by his unrivalled Sketch 
Book. 

[had puff'd, and read, and sipt; and sipt, and read and pufi'd 
again, until it was long after midnight, and had once or twice com- 
mitted a species of profanity by nodding over the delightful of 
“ Sleepy Hollow,” when I heard a hurried step on the lobby, and 
immediately the door was thrown open, and O'Hara, all pale and 
trembling, burst into my room. 

‘¢ In heaven’s name, Phil, what’s the matter?” ; 

“‘T don’t exactly know, Tom; but this I do know, thet it hes 
frightened me into a palsy!” 
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“ You've heard that scream again !” 

‘No, not the scream, but something yet more fearful.” 

** What was it like, Phil?” 
“ Like earthly, Tom. It was a voice that made my hair 


horror, and chilled the very marrow in my 
_ benes.” 
_ “O’Hara, I suppose you think it was a spirit ?” 


“ I believe I do, Tom ; for surely nothing human could have made 


_ such a coward of me!” 


“* Yeu saw nothing ?” 

“No; but I think I would rather have seen than heard it, what- 
ever it is.” 

‘ Let us go and listen together.” 

‘Give me some wine first! Now I’m with you; but I wouldn’t 
have gone by myself for the Astor Estates.” 

Accordingly we went to O’Hara’s room, where I found every 
thing as comfortable as in my own, and nothing more spiritual-look- 
ing than a half-finished tumbler of brandy and water. 

“* You're sure it’s not the brandy, O’Hara ?” 

‘* | was never quite sosober in my life, comrade.” 

‘“* Well, let us sit down awhile, and—” 

‘* Hush ! there it is!” said O'Hara, speaking under his breath. 

‘* Thear nothing,” said I. 

“* Good God !” exclaimed O'Hara, “ A thought that’s too dreadful 
comesoverme! Doesn’t Lavar occupy the room overhead ?” 

“ He does.” 

“ Tom, I hada horrid dream, which I have been unable to remem- 
ber until this minute, but still I trust in heaven it was only a phan- 
tasy, produced by an occurrence the other night.” 

‘ What was it about, Phil ?” 

‘It was—But hush! heard you nothing then ?” 

“ Nothing.” 

‘* Stand where I am and put your ear close against the wall.” 

I did as O’Hara directed me, and presently heard a low continu- 
ous wail, of an undefinable character—but still suggestive of deep 


agony . 
” sounds proceed from a human being,” said I—“ most proba. 
bly from poor Lavar.” 

“ Pray God !” ejaculated Phil, “‘ that my dream may take the old 
way of explaining itself, in contraries—but, I fear he is starving 
himself to death !” 
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We at once proceeded to Monsieur Lavar’s door, but found it 
locked. A series of knocks brought noanswer. We looked through 
the key-hole, but all was darkness within. We listened, but could 
hear nothing. 

“ What had we best do?” saidI. But while I was yet speaking, 
O’Hara, who usually acted and thought together, put his giant 
strength against the door, which, by drawing it towards him at the 
same time, he forced open without noise; and in we went. 

As I intimated, all was silence and darkness within. Presently, 
however, we heard a dismal whispered howl, which assured us, as we 
suspected, that there was a third person in the room. 

** Monsieur Lavar !” 

No answer. 

** For God’s sake speak! What ails you?” 

“ Here we heard a dry husky whisper, asif a reply was intended, 
but it found no word.” 

“ The sound is familiar to me,” said O’Hara, “I have heard it be- 
fore. Itis the bloodless voice of a human being dying for the want 
of food !” 

‘“*T dread to look at him,” said I. 

“I dread it more than you,” returned O'Hara, “ for I’ve seen such 
sights before,Tom. But hush !” 

As he spoke the subdued moaning was renewed, and secmed to 
syllable itself into the words “ water,” “ water,” “‘ water.” 

“Itisever the last thing they call for,” whispered my friend, 
who thereon slipped out and brought the lamp from the lobby. 

Whether or not the gloom of my heart obscured my vision, I am 
unable to say; but certainly, even under the influence of a well- 
trimmed lamp, the Frenchman’s bed-chamber seemed to me like a 
dark and dimly lighted sepulchral vault. Fire it contained none; 
but though the night was chilly, a heavy, oppressive, yellow, foggy 
atmosphere, a to pervade it, and to form a sickly halo around 
the light. I glanced at the bed, and my heart stood still with inde- 
finable alarm on perceiving that it was empty. The mystery, how- 
ever, was soon explained ; for in another corner lay the mattress 
which had been withdrawn from the stead, and doubled together at 
the head of it was a human figure, which a moment’s examination 
proved to be that of the unfortunate Monsieur Lavar. He was ly- 
ing on his right side with his face tending downwards, and his knees 
fairly drawn up to his chin. His arms wereshrivelled up (not fold- 
ed) on his breast ; and his hands were clasped as if in supplication. 
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He was dressed as I had last scen him; but still it was evident that 
he was shrunk into a mere anatomy; and when I put my hand on 
his limbs J started back with an involuntary shudder, on finding 
them ‘‘ rattley” and cold, and lifeless, like those of a fleshless skele- 
ton. But who shall describe the face? What pen or peneil can do 
justice to the of 0 ati oe ae which had worked itself into 
an expression of the mest , and so remained—etoney ! 
staring! bloodless! and horrible ! ‘ ¥ 
** He must be dead, O'Hara.” 





“* No, no, Tom!—he sees us—his lips move !—Hush! 

“ Water !"—“ water!—murmured the wretched man in 4 voice 
scarcely human or audible ; but anon a moan escaped him, not load, 
but so peculiar, and intense with agony, that it seemed to ring in 
my ears, and haunted me in my dreams for many a long day after.— 
And then he continued the dry, husky, whispered wail of ** water!” 
—‘* water !—water !” 

Water being given him, he drank greedily—madly—for about a 
second, when the stoney unspeculative glare of his eyes, gave place 
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to an expression of wonder, and then of anger—even ferocity; and 
he raised himself on his hands and stared at us. 

‘* Speak—dear sir—one word for the love of sweet Heaven,” ex- 
claimed O’Hara. 

The wretched Frenchman continued to gaze on us for some time, 
as if endeavoring to reeollect who we were, and replied, while a 
feeble smile played upon his features. 

“Ah! yes,—now I know—Monsieur Stapleton !—Monsieur 
pepe But I forgive you, my bon amis, for you dene it out 
of pity !” : 


“Now, sir, take another mouthful of water.” 

“ Mention it not! Go! Ah, my friend, force me not to prolong 
my misery!” 

‘“‘ For God’s sake, Monsieur Lavar, tell us what ails you.” 

“Do not ask me! Let this fleshless cheek—these boney hands, 

in. But when I am at rest, that paper will tell you all;” 

saying which he pointed to some loose sheets of fools-cap that were 

lying on a chair beside him ; and then resumed the position we had 
isturbed him from. 

Confirmed in our suspicions that he was dying of starvation, we 
brought food and wire ; but Lavar set his 7 firmly upon his teeth, 
and would suffer nothing to pass them. Still it was evident that the 
little water he had taken had made him comparatively easy ; and 
we trusted, when the agony came over him again, that he would suf- 
fer us to give him something yet more nowrishing. 

But the night—the long—long t wore away—snd the grey, 
chill, comfortless morning arose with out realising our hope. Still 
and mare lay the dying man, with his teeth clenched, his lips com- 
pressed, and his eyes closed, unless at distant intervals when he 
would open them for a few seconds, and display their stoney balls 

ing and dimming under the operation of a lingering death. 
He moaned but little after we gave him the water, and his breath, 
and pulse, and heart yeomry ¢ ve evidence that there was a living 
soul within. Still he was fully conscious of his existence ; for he 
evidently acted as if he was on his guard of us ; and occasionally 
when we requested him to eat, or drink, his eye would assume an ex- 
Fression of reproach, and his thin lips close with a gesture of yet 
more decided fixedness. 

At length, said O’Hara—“ Let us take him to the City Hospital, 
Me mh the physicians may understand better than us how to act with 


We accordingly lifted him from his wretched pallet,—(alas! it 
was not difficult, for his weight was that of a child,) and wrapping 
him up in an old arm.chair, conveyed him between us, to the Hospi- 
tal in Broadway ; where, when we told as much of his case as we 
thought necessary, he was received with great kindness, and placed 
on a cot in one of the lower wards. All was useless, however, for 
he continued to resist every effort that was made to minister to his 
wants; and before the attendant physician arrived, he was a corpse. 
For nearly an hour before he died he seemed easy and painless; so 
much s0, indeed, thet we thought the suffering spirit had departed 
unperceived by us, and left him to his rest. However, this was not 
the case ; his tranquility was the result of the utter prostration of the 
animal system, and iis incapacity to suffer further torture, for after 
a while he opened his eyes—intcnse and horrible now no more, but 
calm and intelligent—nay, even lit up with an expression of triumph. 
Had I then been an infidel, the expression of that eye would in- 
stantly have dissolved all my doubts, and convinced me of the glo- 
rious truths of revelation ; for, did it not prove to me while the pe- 
rishing carcase was decayed, shrivelled, shrunk, bloodless, throbless, 
withered into a perfect anatomy—all but dead—that the immortal 
soul within was in a state of full activity and hope. Our dying 
friend faintly smiled a recognition of O'Hara and myself, and his lips 
trembled, as if he would have spoken ; but he was beyond the power 
of utterance. And thus he lay, serene and peng: arpa in 
the very rapture of repose—for several minutes, when with a tran. 
quil sigh his bene spirit forsook its ruined tabernacle, and soared 
lightly to the of the God that gave it. 

Died that hapless stranger unwept and unhenered? No. The 
two friends who knew his worth, and witnessed his sufferings, shed 
tears of regret and friendship his grave. Nor did they forget to 
see that he was attended by pa pious ceremonies that cheer the 
loneliness of the latest resting place ; and which, if they have no ef.- 
fect upon the feelings or circumstances of the departed spirit, at all 
events mark the respect and love ef those who are Icft behind it. 

Immediately on our return from the hospital, we proceeded to the 
room lately occupied by poor Lavar, to see if he had left auy letters 
behind him which it might be our duty to see forwarded ; but, save 
the few loose sheets already alluded to, and which were directed to 
ourselves, we found nothing of the sort—not even so much as a me- 
morandum from which we might infer that, besides O'Hara and my- 
self,he had a a one praggreng in all the world. Neither had he 
left any property behind him, but an old empty trunk; nor any thing 
indicative of property, if I excepta number of pawnbroker’s tickets, 
which recorded small amounts lodned on wearing apparel, and gen- 
tlemen’s trinkets; and the freshest of these, dated a few days be- 
fore, had been given with twelve shillings on a gold finger ring; and 

his twelve shillings, (I feel assured it was the same,) O’Hara disco- 





«A gohst!” “A gohst !” And the word 


-the city,) declare that it was seen at intervals for 


vered on the table, wrapped up in a serap of paper, on which was 
written: “T'o the landlady ; for the week's rent.” It was an inter- 
esting evidence of the ruling passion strong in death—honor and in. 
dependence! Subsequently I released the ring, which contained a 
lock of glossy raven hair—probably that of a sweetheart or a mothe: 
—atall events, it is to be presumed by the way Monsieur Lavar clung 
to it to the last, that it belonged to some one dear to him; and ac. 
cordingly as such, and for his sake, I wore it for many a day after; 
and might have had it new, but that an ncy almost as impera- 
tive as that which wrung it from its former owner, parted us. Oh. 
the romance of agony that may be involved even with the pledging 
of a trinket with a pawnbroker ! ; 

The manuscript left by the poor Frenchman was generally wrt. 
ten in a plain hand ; but towards the end, the letters straggled, and 
were badly formed, and the last few lines were almost unintelligible. 
It wae entitled “THe LAST DAYS OF AN OLD MAN WHILE SUFFERING BY 
VOLUNTARY STARVATION,” ae . 

After perusing the manuscript, with a heart oppressed by gloom an 
sorrow, I sat aslo in my room d the remainder of that day, 
for business called O’Hara elsewhere. te in the evening I threw 
myself on the bed, and lay for a considerable time in one of those 
unaccountable half waking, half sleeping states of existence when 
one is conscious of his position, and of apm See around him, at 
the same time that his dreaming principle is horrified by grim visions, 
which, at such times, float as pa y before it as things of flesh and 
blood. So distinct were those two faculties of sight on the night in 
question, that, while my natural eyes were marking the gath of 
a shroud in the candle, I was gazing fixedly on the image of poor L 
var as be appeared to me in O’Hara’s room at our last convivial 
meeting. The dream changed and he was writing his fearful diary ‘ 
Again it changed, and he stood a or beforeme. But it was an 
animated corpse, for the eyes wa and gecognized me—the lips 
opened—and at the same moment I heard—or dreampt I heard, a 
long, deep, dreadful moan—such a one as mortal never uttered ' 
Whether that moan was a dream, or a reality I cannot tell to this 
day ; but fact or fancy, it instantaneous!y brought me to myself, and 
I sprang from the bed in a state of mortal terror. Had the ghost of 
poor Lavar then stood before me, I would not have been surprised— 
nay, I wondered that it was not there! and again felt that he was 
before me—but invisible to my waking sight. 


Thus for about a minute I stood wrapped up in superhuman fears ; 
my hair stiffening, and the cold sweat starting from every pore, when 
suddenly (my casement being open) I was aware of a great rush and 
noise in the street, and a multitude of voices crying out, “* I saw it,” 
“* So did I,” “ And I»—“ What did you see?”—* Hush! there it 
is again!”—* Look ! look at the far window !"—"“ Its a gohst !"— 
from mouth to 
mouth, until a legion of voices were crying out, ‘* A gohst!” “ A 
ghost !” “ A ghost !” 

The distraction of fear immediately giving place to a more active 
excitement, I rushed into the street, which I found to be in a state of 
great commotion, though it was after nine o’clock. Hundreds of 
people stood apposite the house, gazing intently at it in an upward 
direction; while continuous floods of beings came pouring on 
—on—on—from all quarters, until the e was rendered im- 
passable. As I-threw open the door without a hat, staring and wild- 
looking—a host of voices hailed me~‘ Here itis!” ‘No, no—that’s 
a livingman!” Did you see it, sir?” Whois it?” ‘ What is 
it?” See! see! it’s there again!” “It’s a living skeleton !”— 
“It’s a ghost!” “A ghost!’ “A ghost!” 

Mingling with the crowd, I gezed as they did, and found that the 
focus of all eyes was the window of the room which the poor French- 
man had starved in. The object, however, whatever it might have 
been, that had occasioned so much excitement, was now no longer 
visible ; though numerous persons, (many of them still residents of 
the three subse- 
quent nights. Still the crowd continued to increase; and midnight 
came, and it was there yet; and very many, lingered until 
the dawn of the morning; and even seemed loth to go away ; 
while in all directions the eye witnesses (or at least persons who 
pretended to have been eye-witnesses,) might have been heard des- 
cribing the figure they had seen—few of them harmonizing as to it’s 
exact appearance—but all agreeing that it was something most extra- 
ordinary, awful, and not of this world! Thus some asserted that it 
was a formless gloom, within a gloom; but still distict, palpable and 
superhuman. Others maintained that it was a darkly lumiuous 
phantom—a Vapoury form like a phosphoric illusion, seen through a 
thick, murky haze. And others again, insisted that the fearful ob- 
ject had a face withered into the likeness of a human skeleton, any 
that, as they gazed on it, it faded, rather than retired from their sight. 
The believers in the supernatural reconcile these discrepances, by 
supposing that the unearthly visiter was seen by these various per- 
sons pee different circumstances; or else ing that some 
of those witnesses were more decidedly gifted with the spirit sight 
than others. 

Again, there was a difference of opinion as to the exact spot the 
phantom had appeared in. There were men who said it was in an 














upper window, at number 206. There were those who would have 
it that it was at 204. But the majority pointed to the right hand se- 
cond story window nearest to John-street. And my heart whispered 
me that they were right. 

The next night the crowd re-assembled; and the next, and for 
many nights after, in gradually reduced numbers; for the fame ol 
the mystery spread like wildfire, and the great topic of conversation 
allover the city—in steamboats, et cetera—was the Broad- 
way ghost! Papers eof it at length; some of them as was, 
others sneeringly; poets sung of it; I even heard that it was alluded 
Petre snl og, “ey gg ight, many of the most sedate and 

pectable men in the city, fi moities of the assemblages that 
stood opposite my window, yazing intently before them, or listening 
with interest to the marvellous stories that were circulating around. 
As well as my recollection serves me I will mention a few, most of 
them well known indivi and more than one of whom, I believe, 
claim to have seen the ious appearance. These are: Philip 
O’Hara, General Morton, Major Noah, Joseph P. Peters, Philip 
Hone, William T. Porter, Fanny Kemble, Benjamin H. Day, Rev. 
James Hildreth, Gideon Lee, Freeman Hunt, F. L. Waddell, John 
McGloin, John M. Colonel Webb, Richard Adams Locke, 
(if I mistake not) and I believe I could add fifty others® the above, 
_ however, I am nearly certain of, at the same time that (as it be- 
_ hooves me) I solicit for the liberty I have taken with their 
names. But why do I adduce individual testimony to an occurrence 
that must still live green in the memory of twenty thousand people? 
It seems like that two-and-two make four, the unnecessary 
attempt to demonstrate to the citizens of New York the appearance 
of the ~~ ghost! 

I have noticed the assertion of many persons, that the phantom 
manifested itself occasionally after the first night. This, however, 
I merely introduce on hearsay ; my own opinion being that they may 
have been deceived by over excited imaginations. But eveiything 
that I have written on my own authority—the death, the diary, the 
dream, the scream, the crowd, the ghost, (as seen by others,) is au- 
thentfe; and thaf a wondrous scene in a supernatural drama was 
enacted at 202 Broadway on the night in question; I am as sure of as 
that I am a living man. 

_ What is the ? However the worldly wise may laugh, or 
_ philosophers may sneer, mine is that the mysterious object seen from 

__ the street, was the spirit of Monsieur Lavar, revisiting the dreary 
__ scene of its fearful sufferings. 


Eprtor’s Note.—Availing myself of an editor’s privilege, I have 
greatly reduced Mr. Stapleton’s list of witnesses, which embraced 
upwards of thirty names; and am apprehensive that I may be over- 
stepping the bounds of delicacy in admitting any of them. However, 
I am not to blame. If any offence is involved in the publicity, be 
the sin of it on the head of the culprit author. 


RE wae amg IX. 
e » granting that you are not a “ man about 
" town,” as the term is legitimately understood, Rise no idea of 
the shifts to which that most unhappy—nay, by all the gods of ro. 
mance, finance, and expediency—must happy order of human be- 
_ ‘ings, are occasionally put to save appearances, and keep themselves 
___ well with the world, from which they are compelled, in a manner, to 
____ wring a livelihood by the skin of their teeth. I will let you into one 
of our secrets. You are aware that I occupied a small, out of sigit, 
three story up hole in the wall in Broadway; but though you know 
it now, I would have seen you in Jericho ere I’d have edified you on 
the su ect then ; because, had it been ted among poor Tom’s 
polite friends that he hailed from such quarters, they would just as 
lief have sent him a small allowance of prussic acid as an invitation 
to einner! And be it known to you, dear reader, th : those same in- 
x prem pr oem were —- a here Sion fact, the cor- 
% stone o building— together, ili Garlic’s princi 
2 hope as a medium for wal into the tions of tae future q 


& a yo It is true I , by a little extra management, have 
. both ends meet without them—but not so well; for it is char- 
R acteristic of men about town” to be blessed with excellent, 
though some ae ae they are great on 
the geod things of this life, which would be like treasures in sealed 
caskets to the most of them, were it not for the mysterious knack 
they have of inspiring people of substance and fashion with the no- 
tion of asking them out. 
_ Aldermen are generally voted down as your choicest specimens 
in things cheaply come at. But this is a popular error. It is 
ital i imbibers ; but 
commin- 


their gastric affections—they go all for the meat, meat, 
meat—not the trimmings, and have no happiness or in- 
spiration apart from them. Whereas, your young man about town 
not only enjoys the dinner, but the joke by which he obtains it; 
which latter so sublimes and intellectualizes his appetite, that it 
gives him a desided—in fact, a sort of spiritual—advantage over 
any other order of dinner eaters with which we chance to be ac. 
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quainted. I am not sufficiently learned in abstractions to account 
for this fact on philosophical principles ;—perhaps it may be owing 
to the proneness of the human heart to make victims—but whence- 
ever it is, so it is; and so delightful are the reminiscences associa- 
ted with it, that I feel grateful to the circumstances, or rather to the 
guardian genius who controlled them—for having thrown me in the 
days of my bachelorhood among the glorious fraternity of young 
men about town who are d ners out by profession. 

But to business, Though residing at 202, 1 hung out my banner 
(and the practice was a common one,) at the City Hotel, where two- 
thirds of my missives, amatory and otherwise, hailed from, and to 
which were directed all communications from my more distinguished 
acquaintances; who, of course, presumed'that | was a denizen of 
that extensive establishment. This was cffected by an arrangement 
with the bar-keeper—(sympathetic soul that he was)—who would 
no more have opened the budget on any of the fraternity I belonged 
to, than he would have actually admitted them into the privileges of 
the hotel without in the first place securing a certain amount of mo- 
nies in advance, or else taking a bird’s eye survey of the contents of 
their trunks and portmanteaus, to see whether they contained any 
thing more valuable as hostages than oat straw and paving stones. 
Sometimes, nevertheless, when Mammon smiled, and to give a little 
color to the thing, we wuuld put up at this hotel in right down ear- 
nest for a month or so; and in this, and the passing custom we con- 
stantly threw in its way, were involved all the advantages derived 
from us by the establishment in question. 

One morning about three weeks after the decease of poor Lavar, 

my friend, the bar-keeper, handed me two notes ; one containing an 
invitation to an evening festival from a family of some distinction in 
the 15th Ward, with whum I was very slightly acquainted ; and the 
other from Anthony Livingston. The latter ran as follows: 
23" My Dear Sin :—It seems an age since I saw you, and I wanted 
badly to have a little chat with you regarding the coming election.” 
{ By the way, I had in accordance with O’Hara’s suggestion gone it 
so strong on the Jefferson principles, that old Anthony thought all 
the world of me as a politician.) ‘ I am fearful of the result ; for, 
sir, the enemies of the institutions of our country are here and there 
and everywhere, endeavoring to sacrifice the principfes of the revo- 
lutionary heroes, and the republican integrity of the pilgrim fathers, 
at the shrine of the bloated national monster, which has been crea- 
ted by the people’s madness and nourished by the people’s substance 
—and which, sir, allow me to say, unless we crush it in the bud, will 
never be satisfied until it has swept us all back again into the dim 
and distant ages of despotism—anarchy, and federal fiscal institu. 
tions! Iam, however, armed for the contest; and if the worst 
comes to the worst, will be found fighting for my country at the last 
tottering liberty-poic, while the a banner—yes, sir—the 
stars and stripes of my country, floats pingly aloft—and the 
American eagle wings his way to some far off land, amid the regions 
of space, where foreign influence and political financiers may not be 
standing ready to fill every post and office with the anti-republican 
minions of their own party! Speaking of the election, Barney says 
I'll never succeed in my Ward unless I colonise it with a hundred 
or so of his countrymen from Harlem afid thereaways, at six dollars 
a head ; and I'm ost disposed to profit oy his suggestion ; for, as 
you know, ‘all’s fair in politics; especially when the hand of a 
concentrated monetary influence sweeps like a pestilence over the 
land, and threatens to hur! us all into the vortex of bankruptcy and 
foreign wiles. 

" the way, Lucy tells me that youare invited to Sutton’s 
‘ flare up,’ where we are all going and hope to have the pleasure of 

ing you. I t, notwithstanding, that the ladies insist on go- 
ing, for otherwise I would have beenenabled to have addressed the 
republican anti.monster meeting, which is to assemble at head quar- 
ters this evening for the purpose of taking into considerstion the 
best method of arousing the sleeping energies of our country, and of 
proving to the world at large that our hearts are still teeming with 
the principles of a Jefferson! 

“ Your’s ever, *“* AnTHoNy LaiviNesTon.” 

Here were two reasons for going to the féstival ; the one indicated 
in the foregoing part of this chapter, (for fashionable balls are fre- 
quently connected with good suppers,) and the other, the pleasure of 
meeting the fair Lucy, for it is to be confessed in spite of my predi- 
lection for bachelorship—free and easy, goings and comings, and all 
that sort of thing—that I felt rather ~ ones whenever I began to 
think how rich and pretty she was, and slight was the prospect 
of her throwing herself away on a young gentleman, whose estates, 
landed, , and ee Lam been well nigh packed 
ina i ck; and w. greatest exploits in the way of 
fame had been his numberless brilliantly successful efforts to be 
among the present, whenever it chanced that a much bet‘er dinner 
than usual was about to be discussed ! 

“There was a sound of revelry by night,” etcetera. I am a poor 
hand at describing fashionable assemblages in their gencral effect, 
as I usually single out one pretty girl from the group, and in that 
direction are my eyes to be found for the rest of the evening. Ne- 

I could not help perceiving that the ball was a brilliant 
affair; the room gorgeous—ihe musi¢ entrancing—the ladics ex- 
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crutiating—the dresses superb—and the enjoyment universal; for 
music and dancing softens the hearts even of the great folks of Go- 
tham, and brings them down to the proper level of humanity. If, 
indeed, any thing was amiss with the scene, it was over display on 
the part of mine host, and his fair consort: for in this particular, 
taste and convenience had been somewhat sacrificed to profusion. 
Thus, the chandeliers mounted for the occasion, were sufficient to 
have illumined a space four times as large. The apartments were 
literally an enclosure of mirrors. Surrounding the room were tiers 
of couches, divans, ottomans, cushioned with crimson velvet, and 
looking so bright and beautiful, that it seemed like a species of pro- 
fanity to sitdown on them. The roof was a summer morning sky, 
whereon the light, many colored clouds, glowing with a golden in. 
fluence towards the East, seemed to ge rolling, and curling along ; 
while here und there, through the bright interstices, the distant 
heavens glanced darkly down in a manner 80 me gen 2 beautiful, 
that it almost rivalied earth’s native canopy.* In the lobbies and 
ante-rooms it was evident to a suspicious eye that all the finery in 
the house had been removed from their legitimate positions, and put 
on duty for the occasion ; hence, in all possible corners were to be 
seen pieces of the most costly furniture, perfectly outre, and useless 
in such places ; and many of t them so far above my limited compre- 
hension, that I knew neither the uses or the names of them. 
However, they answered the purposes they were brought in sight 
mg as | aa ion—for it — yang get to pms 
to w it might concern, that they were in the possession 0 
such magnificence, that the Suttons of Blank street, took so much 
pains to pile on the ormamental. They also had an idea that it sa- 
vored of foreign aristocracy ; not being aware of the fact, that the 
absence of show, and the affectation of simplicity is a distinguishing 
joc y of the transatlantic haut.ton. One might have supposed 
all this that the Suttons were very wealthy. No such thing. 
Mr. S. simply thought he was realizing some eight or ten thousand 
8-year by certain speculations—on the strength of which he spent a 
dozen. The great fire of 1835, however, restored him to his senses, 
and turned him out of hours and home, but not out of hope and ener- 
By: for he whoa nage before ag at angra a prince, gaily set 
to work as a species of pedlar—his ters, two noble charm. 
ing girls, who had been reared in the lap of luxury, without 
an t sigh of regret, to teach music and drawing for a living ; 
and the result of their combined efforts was, that in four years Sut- 
ton was able to renew his legitimate business; and is now, I believe, 
in good, if not affluent circumstances. Nor was this an isolated case. 
An hundred other New York merchants were dashed to the d 
at the same time in the same manner, and recovered themselves by 
the seme means; a fact, by the way, which is highly illustrative of 
the American character, and is, ps, the best characteristic that 
a natian can have. The circumstances, for instance, that would 
drive an Englishman te despair, perhaps to suicide, would only help 
to waken up a Yankee, and sharpen his guesses as to the best mode 
of navigating the storm. The great cause of the difference between 
them is this: ruin seems to refine the Englishman’s memory ; where- 
as the Yankee seems as if he-drank the cup of lethe with every cup 
of misfortune; so that the one climgs painfully to the past, while 
bo other caring nothing for the past, drives merrily ahead for the 
By one of the finest strokes of luck in the world I attended Lucy 
into the ball room ; and by a yet finer I danced with her half the 
night. And ah, me! how lovely she did look! And alas! and 
alas: how poor Tom felt that a susceptible heart in a needy bache- 
lor’s bosom is as much out of place as a jewel in a toad’s forehead. 
“The Suttons are making a greater parade than usual,” whis- 


“ Every thing is very Magnificent,” said I. 

“Rather everdone,” said Lucy. ‘It reminds me of a saying I 
bry ts at which is more expressive than good natured or polished!” 

a at is?” 


“** Dressed to death, and the drawers empty”—since you are de- 
termined I shall be somewhat censorious.’ ” 
* It is the ommon fault of too much anxiety—and wealth to 


ae But why are they more brilliant than common, I won. 


“Why, how you talk; I shall begin to think you have been in. 
ing in a Rip Van Winkle slumber for the last fortnight !” 
“In worse, Miss Luey—a bachelor’s reveries ; cold, dull, and 


» 
aniego ice nedvinceteketinmensesammees 
oor, as if she t her eyes were 

sayin aiuto chose should remain a secret between 
ae and tae c 

“ 'Fhen, Mr. 
greatest i 

* Not a word.” 


“ And that they are expected here this evening; and hence the 
mounting of Pelion on Ossa.” 


ton, you have not heard of the two latest and 
? 


* Twelve hundred dollars had been expended on the painting of 


the ceiling. 


‘** J am innocent of all knowledge in the premises.” 

“Then prepare yourself for a state of captivity, for one of the 
lions isa lady, and said to be a second Flora McIvor.” 
ite on what ifa Rose Bradwardine holds me in bondage a. 

Didn’t Lucy tremble again? She surely did; and likewise whis. 
pered another glance at the carpet! 

“* But who are they, Miss Lucy ?” 

‘Flora MeIvor’s prototype is a lady Cicely Manners, a scion of 
the great English Rutland family, as I learn; and the gentleman, 
who, by the way, is her cousin, is a Lord, or a Count something, 
from the Continent !” 

Here an extraordinary buzz and bustle from without interrupted 
us. Presently the whole room was in a state of excitement and 
eagerness, and the whisper went round, * She’s coming !” “ She's 
coming !” “ Lady Cicely’s coming !” ‘ Hush.” 

Mh be Mr. Stapleton, Cupid is drawing his bow for you,” whis- 
pe ucy. 

“* The shaft is sped, and feathered in the heart already,” I returned, 
I believe, at the same time slightly pressing a bea’ arm which 
was hanging gracefully on my own; but however this may be, just 
at the moment the gentle demonstration is supposed to have been 
made, the door opened, and in walked the most majestic looking and 
splendidly attired female figure I have ever laid eyes on. She was, 
per: a little too tall; but her form was magnificently propor- 
pees " and her countenance almost startling in its excess of 

uty ! " 

An involuntary buzz of admiration followed her appearance in the 
room. 

‘‘ For once rumor has not done ju8tice to its subject,” said Mise 

I heard the remark, but continued to gaze on the newly-arrived 
queen of beauty, without answering. 

‘“‘ Hah, Mr. Stapleton, I knew how it would be !” added Lucy. 
* The last arrow, I should think, by the ~~ you gaze at Lady Cice- 
ly, has gone through your heart, feather and all!” 

Still I continued to gaze, and said nothing, until a motion made 
by Miss Livingston to withdraw her arm apprised me of my duty, 
when I found her cheek in a glow—and something like a dash of 


fire leaving her e 
a ecuie tan, r Miss Livi y psuneneria: Oe, te — 
me, v- 


but it was a capital spontaneous hit.) “ 
ingston—but t is in the fair stranger’s countenance 
that surprises me—that almost partakes of the marvellous.” 

“* You mean its beauty !’” : * 

“No, miss; but I think I have seen it before; but looking so dif. 
ferent, and under such peculiar cixcumstances, that it seems as if it 
must have been a dream ?” 

‘“* Where and when do you think you saw her ?” 

‘In this city, some five or six weeks since ?” 

“QO! you must be under some delusion, for she ie scarcely a fort- 
night on the shores of America. 

** The similitude is most wonderful,” I exciaimed, half abstract- 


y: 

“I did not think we had any thing half so lovely in Manhattan, 
before her,”’ added Lucy. - 

This observation seemed to call for a compliment, and I paid it, 
though not without a slight compunction of conscience. 

«« Mise Livingston has but to look in her glass any day to see an 
object far more lovely !’’ 

ucy did not believe me, but she looked pleased nevertheless ; so 
true is it that the words of flattery cannot be overdone, if there is no 
apparent irony in the method of pronouncing them ! 

“ Besides,” remarked Miss L., “had you seen such a face and 
form as these a few weeks since, you could not be in doubt as to 
their identity now.” 

“It may be—nay it must be that I’m in error!” said I. ‘ But 
a, — L., — the dance ip ey fe see was _ - 

we fell in with our , and submerged te 
next ten minutes in wos ad to witch the vrorld «with noble leg- 


The next set but one, Lucy danced with her cousin, a fellow with 

NE ROE FT ena Ar of 

eyes that converged to a point on the tip of his nose, so that I felt as 

secure as if she were listening to a lecture on moral philosophy in an 
ice house. 


after 
‘vhether with | ane ai i inte tee 
whether to go wild triumph, or to take an jump into 
Hodson to svoid the mortification of a defeat. 

I was musing on this matter, when another buzz of admiration ran 
through the assembly, which I instantly perceived was occasioned by 
the dancing of Lady Cicely, who floated the figure as if her 
form was as independent of this world’s as her beauty 
seemed superior to this world’s beauty. i > pp eee 


lioni, that she appears to ascend from the earth like a amoke 
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_ Baron Von Quenandon stole 


‘ » Her cousin—her 
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He 


© put his beautiful simile would have applied with equal justice to the 


“Motions of the ificent stranger. However, there was nothing 
eatrical in her gestures; but she swam through the figure, some- 
_ what like the manner in which Miss Phillips acquitted herself in the 
country dance in the Mock Duke some years ago, at the Park Thea- 

_ tre, whereby she so electrified the house, that having applauded with 

a very madness of enthusiasm, for full five minutes, they insisted on 
a repetition of the whole scene. But though the method was alike, 

Lady Cicely was by much the most faultless artist. Miss Phillips, 
in the country dance, looked like a beautiful woman, as she was; 
Lady Cicely resembled, as she sailed through the mazes of the co- 
‘ tillion, every thing that a poct might imagine of a goddess. 
The more I gazed on her, the more I was certain I had seen her 
before, and yet the more absurd the idea seemed tome. At length 

_ our eyes encountered, and mutual recognition was the result. Ino 
ion, r doubted the identity. 
_ ‘The dancing had ceased. Miss Livingston had attended her mo- 
_ ther to another apartment, and I was pondering over the mystery of 
e stranger, when my name was whispered by a familiar voice ; and 
ae, Sa I perceived my “Jack in the box” friend, 
ount 


amy: at my side 
‘“* Monsieur Stapletong, von leetle vord si vou plait. You save 
my life, ha! ha? Don’t say von leetle vord about him so, an I shall 
be so thankful, as ven you save my life two times!” 

‘“‘ Honor, Count, honor—you know we understaod each other’s se. 


cret too well for that.” 
f him, ha, ha! De leetle room up— 
_ ver fine, and de moosic—an re nee a ver 
= I if you have some of 
ide wi et ae vit = 
“ You are quite merry on the strength of our domestic 
ments, Monsieur.” ve nre 
_ “ Begar, sare, dey are so ver fine, I always cannot help him. Oh 
grand, ven Monsieur Stapletong lost his only von pair of 
__ white breeches out of de yard, an ven it is afterwards vut as 
him. Ha! ha! ha!—it was ver grand, 


af ot 
“Not so grand as your trip in the box, all the fishes, 
Cr BLS see, rn pies 

_ “Hatha! ha! Yes, by gar, vas too. But ven I shall 
catch Monsieur Hrrig.” Disha, I shall toake him swallow his own 


“ And you won't hide in a box fromhim. Ha! ha! ha!” 

* Arretez ! ! But no, it’s ver good—dam fine. Ha! ha! ha! 
But tout bien, . Now ve know each von’s leetle affairs, 
ve shall keep dem to ourselves. And soI shall ave de pleasure of 
introduce you to my fair cousin, de lady Cicely Manners. 

“ Oh, ho!” thought I, “ the skein is becoming disentangled !— 

jackal, kumph !” To which I added aloud— 
“ Does the Jady wish the introduction 7” 
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“O fic, monsicur—shall you vish to make my lady Manner von 
suitare ?” 

Ina minute afterwards I was conversing with lady Cicely, in the 
recess of a window. 

Looking at me with a calm searching eye, and an unruffled brow 
se said— 

* You have seen me before.” 

“* Madam, I don’t know., The person I saw was a8 like you, as 
like can be, and yet far more unlike than like.” 

“* She was ragged—destitute—hideous with want, —perhaps.” 

. “ She was, madam!” 

** And I am attired like a princess—-wealthy and beautiful !” 

** You are, madam !”’ a 

‘* And yet you believe us to be the same person 7?” 

“<I dare not believe so, madam.” 

“But you do believe so, nevertheless, for I see it through your 
eye, which has no will of its own, but is the mere window of the 
brain. But where was it that you saw my prototype 7” 

“ First under my window in Broadway—and then in a place I 
would fain not mentien.” 

“I will guess—the watch-house ?” 

** It was.” 

* er you struck a ruffian to the ground from your window.” 

“ di Ald 

“‘ Now, sir, listen. You, like myself, are not so good as you pre- 
tend to be, amd neither are we so bad as we would appear to 


the purblind public, were our present disguises removed. Judge me 
not. bad enough, I am better than the thing you take me 
for; andI so, because I am about to require a 0? 

“ To what cmect, madam ?”’ 


“Simply to the effect that the past shall be forgotten—that for at 
least five years you will never allude, by word, gesture, or any other 
method, to the two wretched scenes of which I was the heroine ; for 
i od ee eee know it already, that Mary Anson and 

icely Manners, though differing in name, are one in person.” 

“ Tit possible and I felt it could not be otherwise |” 

“ Listen! I have ssed to you in the spirit of wariness, be- 
cause I knew no other mode of closing your lips on the past. Look 
in my eye—you see there is no deceit init- Now, on my soul’s hope, 
I am not that thing which my position might incline you to take me 


for! And now me on your soul’s hope that you will not di- 
vulge my secret the term of five years, or interferc with any 
future which my necessities may compel me to advpt fora 


li ¥ 
ge at pledge you neither to divulge your secrets, 
or to interfere pcan go Se ; 
Reader, how I do less, and the party who required the 
bond more beautiful, and at worst not so guilty es Helen of Troy? 
“I am satisfied,” returned Lady Cicely, who thereon took 
Count’s arm and mingled with the festive throng. 


Tere ail ie 


pitts 0 as: is werd 


on 





ae ae 


_— Tr Pater * 
NRE NA a. ICN AR AE ly |e 


i” x tel : 
Rain ae ent EAT 


fag 98: 


es 


ww 


Re ee ee ee ee 
RET I Girls tae Tele 


Be she : 
ss eid RY Tp 


, 
t 


ra 
i 
a ad 
Bs 
i, 
iM 





ae 





xxvi BROTHER JONATHAN—EXTRA. 


. CHAPTER X. 

Albeit, Mrs. Livingston went it so strong in the cause of the avis- 
tocracy, my friend Anthony was a thorough going republican, who 
loved his country, and thought every thing in the world of the stripes 
and stars, and the American Eagle. But though, as a politician, 
perfectly honest in the main, vet . occasionally felt it ‘‘ due to his 
family” to sacrifice general princi: to personal profit; which, b 
the way, is a thing perfectly well understood in. this, and I fear 
might add, in all other communities. Thus Anthony was aware 
that the levelling and grading of a certain district in the city, would 
be a severe tax and a ship, inthe shape of heavy assessments, 
on the inhabitants thereaways ; and hence his beter nature revolted 
at the idea of being the i tor or promoter of such a measure ; 
but then he also knew that it would put a good many thousand dol- 
re: in his own coffers, (a consummation w oy Mrs. L.’s a mas 

emonstrations rendered very necessary,) and, accordingly, he was 
determined that, if possible, the certain Hameed aforesaid, hould be 
Jevelled and graded. For several years Mr. Livingston had been la- 
boring to this end, but in vain: and chiefly because each successive 
alderman of the ward wherein lay the district, was opposed to the 
improvement ; so that at the suggestion of Barney Murphy, and as 
the dernier resort, he came to the conclusion to run for the ward 
himself. But, alas! the ward was a republican one, and in spite of 
Anthony’s predilections that way, he was unpopular, owing to the 
exclusive assumptions of othcr members of his family. Neverthe- 
less, it was determined among his friends that he should give battle 
fer a nomination; and _— in that, that, under the guidance and 
generalship of Mr. Murphy, he should “trun stump.” His lady was 
opposed to the movement in any shape, as she felt that it committed 
her dignity ; but then ske had to give way, on the grounds of neces- 
sity, while Lucy gave herself but little concern on the subject, pro 
orcon. As formyself, a happy knack I had of throwing off patriotic 
squibs and paragraphs, for the newspapers, made me invaluable to 
the aspirant after city dignities. And as for Barney Murphy, he 
was the life and soul of the whole plot, without whose assistance it 
could not have moved a single muscle. 

Seated in Livingston’s parlor one night were Mrs. L., Lucy, An- 
thony, myself, and three or four small orators and general office 
veckers (favored visitors for the nonce) discussing an important ques- 
tion. Soon after, there was a confidential knock— a familiar turn of the 
handle—and Barney Murphy made his appearance. Barney was a 
short, broad shouldered and athletic looking customer, with a shrewd, 
honest face, and not a little good natured devilment playing about 
his lips and eyes. His dress was the holiday suit of a working man ; 
and he gave evidence by his manners on entering, that he was on 
perfectly essy terms with “the master, and the family ” 

Well, Berney, any thing to be done to-night?” asked Livingston. 

“ Faix, an’. there is, sir, as I towld you; an’ if it’s only managed 
nait, the day’s our own !” 

** And what is it, Barney ?” 

’ “ Don’t ax me till I drill yees abit, for I have a part for all ov you; 
but more especially for the Misthress an’ Miss Lucy.” 

“ For me, Barney !”” exclaimed Mrs. Livingston. 

“ Yes, introth, mam; an’ you’re wan ov me strongest positions!” 

** And what in the name of wonder, Barney, am I to do?” 

“I’m not so sure as yet mam ; but if you'll dance a jig, with Mickey 
Dooley, the cooper, for instance, it ’ll be the making ov us!” 

. “ Dance a jig with Mickey Dooley the cooper !” 

“ Yes, mam; for Mick’s mighty consaited ov his performances in 
that line ; and whatever he says is law wid the Clare min. An’ thin, 
it would be a mighty sthroke ov janius intirely, if you wor to observe 
to him that your dfather was wan ov the O’Fogarty’s, of Ne- 
— could dhrink more whiskey puuch nor any two min in 
Ireland!” 

Poor Mrs. Livingston didn’t exactly faint; but she looked as ifshe 
felt herself knocked half way into the middle of next week. 

“ And me, Barney—what’s my part ?”” enquired Lucy. 

“ Tt isn’t a part, but parts, Miss, that I’m goin’ to give you; for 
you must play the piany to us; an’ dance wid us; an’ sing for us ; 
an’ just be the way ev not mainin’ any thing, throw a few sheeps’ 
eyes at Dinny Mangan, the only bachelor that *ill be amongst us!” 

“ Any thing else, Barney ?” 

“N, othing, only wan thing that I’m amost afeard to mintion, Miss.” 

“Well? : 

* Well, Miss, I was just goin’ to ax you, supposin’ in the hoith ov 
their glory, wan ov the boys was to make so Dowld as to kiss you be 
m e, would you murdher him for it ?” 

““ Not I, Barney !” 

“And what would you be afther doin’ to him, Miss?” 

“‘ Why, I'd let him have his kiss with as good a grace as I could, in 
part payment of my father’s promotion !” 

“ Beautiful! beautiful! intirely beautiful !” exclaimed Barney, 
with a skip and a flourish, “ Be the Hill ov Howth, Miss, you’re a 
darlint! As for you, Sir,” continued Murphy, addressing Mr. Liv- 
ingston, “I have given you your instructions before. N@ a word 
about pollytics, remember; but welkim us, as if it was out ov pure 
friendship; and if you could only throw in a verse ov a song or so, it 
might be a grait help.” 





But you know, Murphy, I can only turn one or two psalm tunes,” 
said Mr. Livingston. 

“Oh, murdther, don’t mintion thim! Well, it’s no matther about 
the song ; but just have the hot wather an’ thrimmins convaynient, 
an’ laive the rest tome an’ the ladies.’ % 

“ But what is all this aboat, Barney ? and whe are coming here?” 
enquired Mrs. Livingston. 

*€ Well, mam, there’s four ov thim, if I can only manage to get 
thim into me net. There’s Mickey Dooley, and Jack Tinpinny, that 
"ill be the d tes to Tammany Hall to make the nominations for 
Aldhermen. ‘There’s Dinny Mangan that carries the Connaught 
interest. And there’s a namesake ov me own, wan Barney McCann, 
that hires out the Colonizers ?” 

“* And pray who are the Colonizers?” 

* Whin the daicent party ov a ward expects to be bet, man, they 
mostly bring ina few nait boys from distant parts to fight or vote 
for thim as may be considered most convaynient. An’ thim’s what 
we call the Colonizers. Be the wey, mam, if it comes to the worst, 
it’s likely we'll have to billet a few ov thim on yourself, when maybe 
you'll larn a few more of their saycrets !”” 2 

Have you invited them to come, Barney ?” asked Mr. Livingston. 

“ Tareinages! no, sir; sure it would’nt do to ax thim fair up an’ 
down, lest they’d see what we wor driving at, an’ fight shy !” 

‘** How shall we get them here, then ?” 

“Why, Sir, wid the help ov a frind, an’ a little managemint, I'l! 
have thim assimbled at Mrs. Ryan’s, below here, in half an hour or 
so; an’ I think I can settle the rest ov the business bo a way ov me 
own.” 

‘** Well Barney, we'll be ready for you,” said Mr. Livingston. 

‘* Well, I see you're all perfect ; but I have just wan word more to 
say to you. I know every throbofan Irishman’s heart just as well 
as if it was baitin’ on my hand before me. Now it’s mad ; now it's 
merry; and fifty other ig 2 but it’s never so happy as whin it’s 
frettin’ about poor Granu Wale. Thrait an Irishman well, an’ he’ll 
love you; but show him that you love an’ pity Green Erin, an’ he’l! 
fight an’ die for you! An’ now what I was a goin’ to say is this: 
whin we're nearly through, Miss Lucy darlint, just sind thim home, 
breakin’ their hearts wid that mournful little song ov Misther O‘Ha- 
ra’s, “O Erin, why art thou so fair, love?” an’ nothin’ can bait us.” 

And so saying, Mr. Murphy made his exit. 

Lest the reader should marvel that Barney and the Livingstons 
chatted so unceremoniously in the presence of myself, Starkey, and 
the other parties, it may be as well to remark that we were all work- 
ing in concert to the desired end, and had no political secrets apart 
from each other. 

Arrived at Ryan’s, he found the four gentlemen already treated of, 
discussing politics over four sober glasses of beer. ‘ Now,’’ thought 
Barney, *‘ I'll not say a word until I see a chance of slipping in a 
clincher, as if by accident, and with that he called for a glass of the 
liquid which seemed most popular on the occasion; and having 
drunk about the half of it, appeared to fall into a partial doze over 
the other half; but still hearkening to what he could hear with all 
the ears in his head. 


** Alderman Stubbs is a good man, and must be returned again,” 
observed Mangan.” 

“He is, in troth, a good man, and the best of min,” said 
McCann, “ for he not only ped the Colonizers four dollars a head last 
election, but, be gorra, he drank an’ fought as hard as any ov us.” 

“T fear, though,” remarked Dooley, “ that for all his air, he 
only loves Irishmin over the left.” ‘ 

“Isit,’’ said Mangan, “afther callin’ his youngest son Pat?” 
George Washington Patrick Stubbs, Esquire !’’ 

** Oh, faix, I believe he’s true blue, meself,” said Tenpenny. 

“Well he may be,” returned Dooley, “ but whether or no, he 
hardly threated me fair in regard of the Street I torship.” 

“He didn’t in troth, Micky, that’s a fact,” said Tenpenny, “ but 
thin we must forget an’ forgive ; an’ besides, if we don’t nominate 
him, who the divil else could we get ?” 

** Do you know,” remarked McCann, “I heard it rumored that 
owld Livingston had an eye on the ward.” 

“Oh murdher! is it the fellow that rides in his carriage an’ keeps 
livery servants!’ exclaimed Mangan. 

* Be all accounts he’s the very essence ov an aristocrat; or, at all 
events his wife is—that wears the breeches,” said Tenpenny. 

“‘T beg pardon, neighbors,” observed Barney, who thought this a 
good opening for a wedge, “I beg pardon, neighbors, but I think 
yees are all intirely mistaken in regard of the Livingstons, if it’s 
them that lives round the corner yees main !” ? 

“Ah, Barney, is it there you are?” How are you ayic ?” cried 
Dooley, who now, as well as his comrades, with whom Barney was 
on general terms of intimacy, recognized our friend Murphy for the 
first time since his entrance. 

“Bat what do you know about the Livingstons, Barney?” (Mur- 
phy’s connection with Anthony, by the way, was sub rosa.) 

“Why, I know this ov him,” returned Barney, “ That he don’t 
want to be aldherman—that he’s a sound demycrat—an’ that he’s 


one of the graitest Irishmen that ever was born ov Ireland—an’ s0 is 
his wife an’ daughter !” 








Zeleer 


, BROTHER JONATHAN—EXTRA. xxvii 


“ You don’t main to thrapes all that on us, Barney Murphy,” said 


enpenny. 
e i's the truth if I was dyin’, any way,” answered Barney. ‘An’ 
gure I could have no motive for sayin’ it, if it wasn’t !” 
“ That’s thrue enough for you, Barney,” observed McCann, “ but 
J don’t believe it for all that.” 
‘“* Nor I,” added the other three. 
“ He’s nothing but an arishtocrat, an can’t bear the sight ov a poor 
man, especially if he be an Irishman,” continued McCann. 
_ “Well, gintlemin, have it your own way,” said Barney. “ Bat 
answer me wan question: Amn’t I a man, and an Irishman ?” 
“Yes faix, we believe you have the honor ov being both.” 
Well, thin, I know love Ireland, bekase its me- 
self that hears thim spaiking about it as if they wor al! first cousins to 
__ Daniel O’Connell ; an I know they can bear the sight ova poor man, 
 bekase its meself asks to drink tay wid thim in the grait parlor 
_ about wanst a ight.” 
‘Oh hould me boys till I faint !” exclaimed MeCann, “ Only think 
on it—Barney M drink tay with the Livingstons !” 
‘“*O bad luck to me if it isn’t pure gospel,” cried Barney. 
* Then you will have bad luck, barrin you main the divils own 
gospel,” said Dooley. 
3 ** Afther that, Barney, it isnt a trifle would choke you,” remarked 
_ Mangan, 
“Bring me the book, an Mil swair it!” cried Murphy. 
__ “If you wor to swear the leg off an iron pot, man, we would’nt 
____ believe you,” retorted Tenpenny. 
_ “I wish it was’nt afther tay time, an be the powers I’d prove it!” 
said Barney. 
“* How would you prove it ?”” 
“* Be goin in to show yees how they’d ax me tc stay and take pot 
luck wid thim.” 
**Oh! Barney be aisy!” 
“Yes, and even as it is, if ] was to show me face at the door I 
— stir from it again without drinking a glass ov wine wid the la- 
es.” 
‘‘ Barney, you're mad.” 
q ‘* You've been steaming it, Barney.” 
_ _ “All the wine you'd get from the Livingston’s, Barney, you might 
~ shove in your eye with an awl blade.” 
- Boys!” exclaimed Barney, ** yees have touched me honor, an I 
} have a mind to a thrait for all hands, that I'll go there 
__ this minute, an be ax’d to sit in the parlor like a gentleman.” 
* But how would we know it was’nt in the kitchen you were sit- 
ting a@vic?” 
“* Bekase won ov yees might come along wid me ; for they always 
thrait me friends as daicintly as meself.”’ 
soal Weil, Barney, on those terms I'll take up your wager,” said 
eCann. 


“I'm afeard they might be engage. with com , or faix I'd 
stand it,” said Mes te a 


‘Ha! ha! ha! Murphy, you’re caught in your own trap!” ex- 
claimed Tenpenny. 


And then all the others ha, ha, haad, and began to make fun of 
poor Barney. 
‘* Hit or miss,” cried our particular friend, ‘ I can’t stand thatany 
Mim. Fy there, boys, cover that dollar, if yees dare, and I'll thry me 
Cc hd 
_And accordingly the dollar was covered, and Barney, accompa- 
nied by one friend as a witness, and the others as a body guard, pro- 
ceeded to try his luck. 
Tripping up the marble stoop of Livingston’s mansion (by the way 
_ avery antiquated building, but a little ized in front,) as 
i he were the man of the house, gave a full blooded double 
7 Say, Day hig 
* Divi you, A eCann, who had been 
chosen as witness, “ they?tl think its the lord mayor that’s comin.” 
4 ‘* They’d rather see wan daicent Irishman nor two lord mayors,” 
_ returned Barney. And as he spoke the door was opened and he 
_ passed in, giving a familiar nod, which was familiarly returned, to 
the servant. 
I need scarcely say that Barney was welcomed with enthusiasm, 
and requested to seat himself. 
” he answered, “ but I have a 





“I would, ladies and 

frind at the door that’s waitin for me,”—for during Barney’s debut, 

__ McCann all blushing, trembling and marveling at the unanticipated 

___Feeeption his comrade had met with, stood peeping in from the hall 

_ side ways through the crack of the door. 

** And how came you to leave your friend at the door, Mr. Mur- 

y?” asked Mr. Livingston, as he advanced and ushered poor 

icCann (who appeared as if he was left minus of three or four of 

hie seven senses by the fair dint of bashfulness, conscience pricking, 

and astonishment) into the splendid apartment, where he was also 

received with a great show of kindness ; but judiciously administer- 

ed, so as (to quote from the vulgar) not to ‘* let the cat out of the 
bag,” by overdoing the thing. 

** Why, Murphy, how comesit that you are such a stranger ?” en- 

quired Livingston. ‘* It must benearly a month since we saw you !” 


“No, sir, it’s only three weeks since I had the pleasure ov drink- 
ing tay with you an’ the ladies !” returned Barney. 

** Well,” rejoined Mr. Livingston, who could leave the grandilo- 
quent style aside whenever he had a mind to. ‘* Well, at all events, 
you and your friend Mr. McCann (he had been formally introduced) 
must spend the remainder of tae evening with us—that we insist on.” 

‘¢ Plaise Misther Livingston, excuse us !”” 

‘‘ No,” said Mr. Livingston, “ by no means—certainly not !—And 
by the way, you have just dropt in in time to pledge the ladies in a 
glass of whisky punch, made, boys, out of the real petieen.” 

Here Barney again excused himself and friend, stating that he had 
merely called to enquire after the health of the family, and that three 
other friends were outside waiting for him to jointhem. This, how- 
ever, as may be expected, only obtained for him another mild scold- 
ing, and a declaration that he could never be forgiven on this side of 
the grave, unless he introduced the outsiders instanter ; and accord- 
ingly in a few seconds after Mickey Dooley, Jack Tenpenny, and 
Dennis Mangan, were stan@ing in the centre of the Brussels, duck- 
ing their heads here, and there, and every where, in a series of bows, 
and looking as bewildered as if they had just dropt out of the lunar 
regions! 

However, a little eommon place small talk, seasoned with a first 
rate glass of punch, brewed on the O’Hara principle, soon restored 
them to their equilibrium, and they began to feel comfortable. Then 
Anthony enquired how they liked the punch, when they answered 
him that it was “‘ Great intirely !” 

Anon said Barney to Lucy, ‘‘ Might I be so bowld as to ax you 
for a small taste of a song, Miss?” 

** After you, Mr. Murphy, if you please,” answered Lucy, who in 
her woman’s wit, adopted Barney’s mode of expression as best suited 
to the occasion. 

“€ You're fairly caught, sir,” said Mr. Livingston. 

“ Faith, Barney, you're naitly in for it,” added Mr. McCann. 

Well, if I must, I must !” exclaimed Barney. ‘An’ I knew Pll 
have to sing about Ireland, or Mrs. Livingston will kill me ; so here’s 
a ditty from the pin ov a friend ov mine. 

“THE BIRTH OF GREEN ERIN.” 
Arr—It’s all botheration from botiom to top. 


Wid all condiscinsion 
I'd call your attintion 

To what I would mintion of Erin so green ; 
An’ without hesitation 

e T'll show how that nation 

Became of creation, the gem an’ the queen ; 
It happened wan mornin’ 
Witheut any warnin’ 

That Vayneous was born in the beautiful say ; 
An’ be the same token, 
An’ sure ’twas provokin’, 

Her pinions wor soakin’, and wouldn’t give play. 


So Neptune, who knew her, 
to pursue her, 
In ordher to woo her, the wicked owld Jew ; 
An’ he very nigh caught her, 
A top ov the water 
Great Jupiter’s daughter—who roar’d “ pulaloo !” 
But Jove, the great jayneous 
Look’d down an’ saw Vayneous 
An’ Neptune, so hayneous, pursuin’ her wild ; 
So he roar’d out in thunder, 
He’d tair him asunder, 
An’ sure twas no wondher, for taisin his child 


So a star that was flying, 
Around him espying, 
He seiz’d without sighin’, an’ hurl’d it below; 
Where it tumbled like winking, 
. While Neptune was eitkings 
An’ gave him, I’m thinking, a b: ov a blow; 
An’ that star sure was ’ 
Both lowland an’ hi 
An’ aa? Me tee the land ov my birth ; 
us plain is the story, 
Kase sent down from glory, 
That Erin so hoary’s a heaven upon earth ! 


Then Vayneous jump’d naitly 
On Erin so stately, 
But fainted, ’kase lately so bothered an’ prest ; 
Which her much did bewildher 
_. But ere it had kill’d her, 
” Her father distill’d her a glass of the best ; 
An’ that glass, so victorious, 
_. At made her feel glorious,— 
A little ious, I fear I might prove: 
Hence how can yees blame us 
That Erin’s so famous 
For beauty, an’ murdher, an’ whisky an’ love? 
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** Ireland’s a dslendid country !” gore Lawyer Starkey. 

‘* Decidedly so, sir,” observed Mr. Livingston; ‘and the day 
will come, when the green banner will float triumphantly over the 
boundless waves, and the Irish harp be heard pealing its strains of 
vietory throughout the civilized Y 

“I regret much that I wasn’t in Ireland,” said Starkey. 
oo sir, Ameriky’s a very good country to be born in,” returned 


y . - 
+I grant it—I grant it,” said Starkey; “but then, sir, look at 
your coustitutions—your genius—your muscles. No, sir, you 


raustn’t tel] me—Ireland’s the greatest country in the world to be 
born in.” 


“ Well, in thim respects I believe you may be right, sir,” answer- 
ed Dooley, who though an exceedingly small pattern of a man, tak- 
ing him up and down, had a t idea uf his wit, and his constitu- 
tion, and looked upon his two legs as themost perfect things of the 
kind in all creation. 

“It’s well for me I have some Irish blood in my veins, then,” re. 
marked Lucy. 

“And have you, Miss? but be gorra any wan might know you 
had,” cried Mangan, “ be the baim ov your eye, an the blush ov your 
cheek. Ah Granu Wale!” he continued, in a more subdued voice, 
as if in a whisper to the ceiling, “it’s yourself that’s the grait place 
intirely for turnin’ out purty girls!” 

“‘¥ wasn’t exactly Lorn in Ireland,” replied Lucy, to a subsequent 
question—“ but am connected with it ugh one of my mother’s 

, Fogarty O’Fogarty of Nenagh.” 


ancestors 
“ The O’Fogartys ov Nenagh asself,” ejaculated Dooley, with an 


electrie start, ‘‘ be the mortial, it’s the graitest blood in Tipperary,” 
—(to Mrs. Livi ) “Ma’am, it’s your health I wish, an’ it’s 
meself that’s proud te become acquainted wid wan ov the Nenagh 
O’Fogarties!” and down went a red hot bumper to the health of the 
lady of the mansion, who bowed, and smiled, and returned a shower 
of thanks ; but I think I may venture to say that she was at the 
seme time wishing her fair daughter in the moon for throwing her in 
the way of the compliment. 

“The O’Fogaity’s were prinees ov the bloodin the goolden days 
ov owld Ireland,” foutinend Dooley. 

“Ma says that her grandfather was a remarkable man,” observed 
Lacy, “ and could drink more whiskey punch than any two men in 
the country.” 

“‘ An’ true it’s for her, Miss,” said Barney—‘ and he was equally 
famous for race horses an hurlin,’ to say nothing ov all the English. 
min he killed off in duels.” 

“Yes, Mr. Marphy,” chimed in Lucy, the vixen, “ and ma says 
he hadn’t a rival in the country at dancing an Irish jig.” 

“ Trishmin are all great at that,” said Dooley, * looking the while 
as if he felt that in such matters he himself could take the conceit 
out of the redoubted Fogarty O’ Fogarty. 

* And Irish ladies too, sir,” said Lucy, who was in her element, 
and determined her lady mother should not escape any part of the 
task assigned her—‘t And Irish ladies too, sir. Ma there, for in- 
stance, though only half-bred, prides herself on her jig steps, and 
never misses a dance, whenever she can finda partner.” 

“I was considered grait at it meself, whin I was at home,” sim- 
pered Dooley, with another affectionate glance at his trotters. 

“Then,” said Lucy, ‘‘ma will never forgive you if you leave us 
without asking her out.” 

“If I thought so, miss, an that it wouldn’t be m-king too 
bowld—’’ 

“Too bowld!—O, she'll be so delighted! and all of us.” 

And up jumped little mischief-maker tu put things in training for 
the dance; which being completed, down she sat to her piano, and 
rattled off“* Shelah’s Jig” in a manner that would have done honor 
to a Munster piper. 

It boots not to enter into a description of the bows, and scrapes, 
and smirke, and smiles performed by little Mickey Dooley (then after 
his third tumbler,) as he advanced toask the grand-daughter of the 
great O’Fogarty to dance with him. Suffice it to say that the lady 
(who, throwing aside her mannerism, had really entered into the fun 
of the business, and, as she afterwards confessed, enjoyed it exceed. 
ingly,) consented with a good grace, and even immortalised herself 
by her subsequent performance. Still she was notouch to Micky, 
who soon made it apparent that he was the very prince of jig dancers, 
as he snapped his fingers—jumped—slapped the soles of his shoes 
together—came the pushing step—the kissing step—the : ailor’s bend 
—the gipsey’s twirl, &c., and threw his head, legs and arms about, 
as if each indivicual part of him was perfectly independent of all 
ethers. This brilliant execution evidently carried Mrs. Livingston 
along with it, for she certainly did lay her feet at it with all her 
might; and to heighten the effect of the dance, Mrs. L. was a tall, 
fell, large made, dowagef-looking woman, who if cut into quarters 
would have made just about four of her brisk little partner. 

Dering this display such remarks as these were flying about in 
whispers between Murphy, Mangan, Tenpenny and McCann. 

“ Divil the like ov thim ever I saw out ev Ireland. Glory be to 
God that there’s some ov the true breed left yet!” 

* The whiskey’s grait—I'll go bail its sent out to thim from wan 


ov their frinds that has a still-head.an’ worm on the sly in Nenagh |’ 

“ Barney, is Livingston an Irish name ?”’ 

“ Ov coorse itis! Pure. But they wor diruv away be King Billy 
bad luck t © him !” 

** Boys, honey, don’t she foot it nait?’”’ She's a match for Mickey 
By py ee ythur, aint she, Jack ? 

** An’ the young lady, she’s a purty cra , aint she, ¥ 

“ Divil the like ov her I’ve seen in a month ov Sundays.” 

Meanwhile Lucy went from fast to furious. This was more than 
Mangan could patiently bear, so his feet began to keep time to th: 
music; McCann and Tenpenny followed suit. This suggested » 
new idea to Barney, who, jumping up, seized Mangan, and away 
they went into the paroxysm of the jig. McCann and Tenpenny, of 
course, were scarcely a second behind them. The epidemic spread, 


. and the lawyer and his friends went at it. ‘Then old Anthony and 


myself, not to be idle, entered the arena, and fired away. And thus, 
with the exception of the fair, but wicked musician, vz were all foot- 
ing it, partly for fun, and partly because we couldn't help it; for be. 
yond question there is some c about an Irish jig, played with 
spirit, that sets one’s legs in motion whether they will or no. 

At length Mrs. Livingston broke down, and dancing ceased 
Soon after a motion for adjournment, suggested by Barney, was 
awkwardly put, and reluctantly carried. ‘ But stay,” said Barney, 
“before we gol have wan grait favor toax! Miss Lucy darlint, 
you know you owe me a song, an’ if you'll pay it now, if it was only 
. single verse by way of a dach-a.dhorus, (stirrup-up) we'll all pray 

or you.” 

Well, Mr. Murphy,” returned Lucy, “so far as a poor voice 
may do it, l’ll earn your benedictions at once! But what shall [ 
sing ?”’ 

‘“* Any thing, Miss—Highland Mary, for instance.” 

‘No, no,” returned Miss Livingston, ‘‘I don’t like Scotch airs, 
and — practice them ; but if you'll accept of a little Irish melody 
instead.”’ 

** Oh, be all mains, Miss.” 

* With tin thousand thanks, Miss.” 

‘“ Heavens bless your purty face, Miss, an’ sure it’s Irishmen an’ 
Irish melodies that may be proud ov you.” 

** Well then,”’ continued Lucy, with a face full of beams and 
smiles, * I’ll sing you an old melody with new words, entitled, ‘ O 
Erin, why art thou so fair Love. Saying which, she sung the fol- 
lowing verses in a voice like a nightingale : 

“OH! ERIN, WHY ART THOU SO FAIR, LOVE.” 
Atn—" Colin the Scrutheen a Moe.” 
Oh! Erin, why art thou so fair, love! 

Thy brow should be dark as the tomb; 
For since we must leave thee for e’er, love, 
Thy beauties add pangs to our doom! 

Oh yes, ’tis a curse to us, dearest, 
As exiles we move from thy shore, 

That thou all so heavenly appearest, 
Since we may not stay to adore! 

Oh! how we must hate the fell stranger— 
The sachnash from o'er the dark sea, 

Who drives us to want and to danger, 
From such a dear country as thee! 

We measure our hate by thy beauty, 
Hence soon it flows over the brim ; 

And revenge seems imposed as a duty— 
Revenge on the Sashnash so grim! - 


How monstrous the doom that hangs o’er thee ! 
Thy foemen are welcomed and blest ; 

While the children who own and adore thee, 
Must starve on thy bountiful breast! 

But for this, our loved home we’d abide in, 
Tho’ treated as victims or slaves; 

Soi: ~reen sod, our hearts took such pride in, 
Might .:00m o’er our beautiful graves! 

As Barncy had predicted, I saw that the warmest feelings of my 
Irish friends were stirred up from their deepest depths by this plain. 
tive little melody. As it proceeded, each countenance became in- 
tense; the mention of the‘ sashnach” caused their brows to knit and 
their eyes to flash ; and the conclusion found them subdued almost 
to weeping. So potent are the effects of his national music on the 
heart of the poor Irish exile. 

After discussing another glass of purch to Lucy’s everlasting 
heulth and happiness, and well nigh shaking all our hands off, 
Meesrs. Murphy and company took their leave. Barney, however, 
returned in a few minutes to congratulate us on our night's per- 
formance. 

* Be gorra, Miss Lucy,” he exclaimed, as he entered, “ you're the 
Field Marshal of politicians, an’ desarve to marry the President.” 

“‘ Why, what are the prospects, Barney?” inquired Mr, Living- 
ston. 

** Prospects!” ejaculated Barney disdainfully, ‘‘ don't be talking 
ov prospects whin the thing is done. Be dad, we have put a nail in 
o wld Stubbs’ coffin in spite ov his son Pat.” 
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CHAPTER XI. 


Some sixty and odd miles from the city of New York, and adja. 
cent to the Hudson River, stands a huge old Dutch building, a 
ganss at which immediately conjures up visions of Christmas holi- 

ays, blazing hickory or green ash fires, and gr ups of stout, com- 
fortable, grave-looking “‘ yaw mynheers,” enjoying themselves over 
their ” meershaums” and home-brewed ale. It is a fine old weather- 
beaten, weather-despising establishment, which, in times gone by, 
may have been inhabited by a line of old governors; and which 
does not look very much unlike a jolly old governor itself, with a 
taree-cocked hat on his head, and built on the popular Dutch princi- 
ple of two breadths to a length. 

On a fine breezy morning, several years ago, a merry looking old 
black man was seated at the door of a little out house whieh adjoins 
this venerable building. He was cleaning a well-bespattered side- 
saddle, and humoring his work the while with a variety of negro 
raelodies, from which I select the following, premising that he sang 
it to the popniar air of “ Zip Koon,” with embellishments and varia- 
t.ons probably added by himself :— 


SAMBO ON A SUNDAY SWINGING ON A GATE. 


Sambo on a Sunday swinging on a gate, 
Sambo on a Sunday swinging on a gate, 
Sambo on a Sunday swinging-on a gate, 
An’ thinkin he wor President ob dese United State. 
O ! dat de time o’day, boy, habn’t he de nack, 
For lickin "lasses candy an’ drinkin’ apple jack. 


Bossy hab de rhino, Sambo hab de fun, 
Bossy hab de rhino, Sambo hab de fun, 
Bossy hab de rhino, Sambo hab de fun, 
A swingin’ on de gate when dere’s nuffin to be done! 
O! dat do time a-day, boy, habn’t he de nack, 
For lickin’ "lasses candy an’ drinkin’ apple jack. 


When bossy see him sweetheart, he dassent be uncibbel, 
When bossy see him sweetheart, he dassent be uncibbel, 
When see him sweetheart, he dassent be uncibbel, 
Bet ages a catch him lady lub him kiss her like de 
ibbel. 
O! dat de time a.day, boy, habn’t he de nack, 
For lickin’ "lasses candy an’ drinkin’ apple jack. 

While the merry old negro was thus amusing himself, and gery. 
ing his mistress, whoever she might be, a tall, powerful looking 
gure nuffied up in a Spanish cloak, approached stealthily from be. 
hind, and ensvonsing itself in the rear of the little out-house, ox. 
claimed in a loud whisper, 


* Pompey !” 

“Who dat dar?" returned Pompey, pausing in his operations on 
the saddle. 

Come here for a moment, Pompey," said the figure. 
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“* Who de dibbel are you fust ?”’ 
“A friend.” 
“No you don’t—dibbel a friend Pompey hab dat’s afeared to 
show hisself! 
- 


O! dat de time a-day, boy, habn’t he do nack, 
For lickin’ ‘lasses candy, and driakin’ apple jack.” 


And away went Pompey at the saddle. 

‘I'm the stranger, then,” said the figure, after a pause, “do you 
know me now ?” 

** De stranger !” ejaculated Pompey, throwing down the saddle, 
and running bebind the house. ‘“‘ Do I know you ?—Gosh! I guese 


- do, bossy, know you like ebery ting!” Whereon Pompey struck up 


a banjo lilt, and went off in a figure of Jim Crow. 

** How are all the family, Pompey ?”” 

** Fust rate, bossy, all but massa David; an’ him dam bad ‘" 

* Ha! what ails David?” 

** Golly ! I tort ebery one know'd dat dar! Why Miss Flora ails 
him—what keeps him runnin’ and jumpin’ and ridin’ here an’ dar, 
an’ ebery whar, till he habn’t aleg to stand on. Gosh dough, if 
Miss Flora don’t make a dibbel ob a time when she sees you, den 
say dat dis here child don’t know neffin about him !” 

“Is Miss Flora at home ?” asked the stranger, 

**Q! dibbel, no !"’ said Pompey, “she’s nebber at home, no time ; 
an’ she’s neber no whar else in ginral, but here, an’ dar, an’ ebery 
whar, in particlar,” 

After a little further conversation, the stranger learned that not- 
withstanding the weather was at least twenty degrees too cold for 
ruralizing, Miss Flora, accompanied by the unfortunate David, and 
several persons hunted up expressly for the occasion, had proceeded 
about an hour vefore on an excursion to a certain almust inacessible 
mountain in the immediate neighborhood of West Point, for the 
sage and comfortable purpose of climbing to the top of it. 

** I see,” observed the stranger, ‘that she continues to make 
them pay for mewing her up in the country.” 

** Don’t she, dough? Dat’s a fac she tl bossy,” returned Pom. 
pey. ‘*An’tween you an’ I, an’ de wall, when Massa David hab 
m her, she’ll make him pay him for more yet; cos, bossy, he! 
he! he !—he’ll tink he hab married de berry debbel.” 

Giving Pompey a half a-dollar for his information, which inspired 
him with another fit of the banjo, and Jim Crow, the stranger put 
himself in an extremely rapid order of pedestrian locomotion, and 
was soon out of sight. 

I forget the name of a certain mountain which overhangs West 
Point, and is said next to Cattskill to hold a loftier bead than any 
other eminence in the State of New Yerk. It is also remarkable 
for its steepness, especially near the summit, which but few mortal 
men have ever attained, and by all accounts only two mortal women 
—the one Fanny Kemble—the other a lady who will be introduced 
to the reader by and by. On the morning I am writing of, a party 
ef five or six persons might be seen to labor up this hill, all of them, 
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with the exception of one who was in advance of the ————— 
as if they were praying in their hearts that it might fall down 
Sechlog Ssdhianag-onee evapetiag Sho, ahahaaamnaaeanamet 
vil-may.care swagg 
himself in female attire for the fun of the aes 
close quarters, it was easy to perceive that she was a hand- 
some woman, Her face was of the snimated, iregulr, glowing, 
wicked kind of beauty, which artists, as a common rule, give to 
hourii of Mahomet’s paradise. Her dark haasle eye f flashed 
with animation, courage, and decision, and a thousand smiles played 
constantly around her lips—a thousand sepeieh, merry, scornfu 
t were evidently rather those of a joyous and indepen- 
dent, than of a susceptible nature, She was ably sunburnt, 
but every freckle was a beauty spot; and her dancing brown ring- 
lets escaping here and there from under her bewitching little, though 
“shocking bad” Gipsy hat, were somewhat di ; but they 
were more attractive and dangerous so, than any toilet machinations 
could make them. Her form was about thé medium height, and a 
little en bon point, but full of grace and agility. Her appoiatments 
consisted of the aforesaid little Gipsy hat, of beaver—a close 
cloth walking habit—stout laced boots, buckskin gloves, anda heavy 
horsewhip, which were all that was visible, as shawl, scarf, reti- 
cule, or such like feminine ppaewe and vanities she had none.— 
This lady tripped up the hill as nimbly as if it were a M 
road—cracked her whip as she went, avd apparently rejoiced at the 
at t of labor a-head, Next to her came a tall, stout, pa 
ooking, well dressed y entleman, of twenty-five or 80; Ww 
appeared to be very » Very much out of humor, 
not a little frightened. And then followed the remainder of the 


party. 

Glancing back and finding her companions so much in the rear of 
her, the beautiful pioneer cried out in a voice very sweet as to tone, 
but somewhat masculine as to volume ; sie 

“Why, Dave, what a fine fellow you are to assist a young lady 
upa hill ! Run, man, ran, and Ill show you something worth look- 
ing at. 

} Run!” returned David, who, instead of running, stopped to 
speak to the fair colloquist, as otherwise be would have been unable 
to speak to heratall, “Run! How you talk, Fiora, as if I was a 
goat or a playactor to run up a perpendicular,” 

“Tm neither a goat or a playactor, am | Dave ?” 

“ Well, | know your’e not, Fiora—but—but-—” 

* But i'm the devil—at least for getting over a high hill !—I guess 
that’s what you'd say, cousin Dave.” 

“I don’t know what I'd say, coz,” returned cousin Dave, “ but 
I know I wish we were well up this confounded hill and down 

' 


“It will be easy to get well down, Dave,” said the lady, “ just 
miss your foot when you get up at the ‘ Crow’s nest,'—whieh I in. 
tend you shall rob fer me—and the way you'll go down will be a 
caution to hoop-rolling.”’ 

This comfortable assurance had no very soothing effect on poor 
Dave, but nevertheless he renewed his journey, and was soon be- 
side his fair tormentor, who had waited for him. 

« Now, ain’t we high enough ?” 

“High enough; I’m determined not to return until we have a 
tete-a-tete On the tip-top. It will be romantic—won’t it?” iuquired 


Pca romantic, but not qaite so romantic as frantic,” answered 


“Le Dave! I declare if you hav’nt said something smart,” ex- 
the young lady, “I must get you to write it in my Album. 
bbe A say after that, that sublime heights don’t inspire sublime 


Well, quiz away, Flo—but what is it you have to show me ?” 

, Dave, that I trust will make your limbs as nimble as 
your faculties. Look around you, to the right, and see 
what's to be seen.” 

David, as directed, looked around him to the right, and there saw 


the hill with vellous! trides, consi- 
iene he charecner of the ‘toe path.” ‘The anne winding 
r 


ound the hill nm a place that was particula:ly steep and dangerous, 
but he seemed to dance over the ground as lightly as if it were a 
sloping meadow 


“He's either mad or bewitched, or the devil himself,” exclaimed 


“é He may be somewhat of a devil, but he’s more of a man,” said 
Flora. “Just such a man as a woman loves to look at. Oh! 
Heavens, David, how I wish that you were me, and I sueh a fellow 
as that yy? - 


David opened his eyes at the fair enthusiast, but said nothing. 

Flora continued, “See, see, how he plays with the danger.— 
Heavens, David, dolook where he leans over the very precipice |— 
Oh! Coz, if were only such a man as that ;:” 

David tried to get up a scornful cur! of the lip, but he was too 
much fatigued, and it was a failure; he then fixed his eye grimly on 
the stranger, in the fond hope of seeing him perform a series of 
somersets in the direction of gravitation; failing in this, and feeling 


> 
the spirit of emulation growing strong within him, he again put his 
breast against the mountain with desperate florts, a succeeded 
for several minutes in keeping side by side with the fair Flora, who 
new looked vie Gee UII Ga che bai sorte to bet 
mind that nothing born of a woman should pass her on the road. 
There was, however, no need of alarm on this score, for the stran- 
ger soon passed round to the other side of the hill, and was out of 
sight, leaving Flora to wonder what could be his object in eoming up 
there at all; and David to » Whe*_ver might have been his ob- 
ject in coming up, that he had gone down again head foremost, 
beans tg Soa achieved by yl the greatest eget their 
. the only dangerous part, the very inspiration of it, was 
still befure them, and seemed to all eyes with the exception of Flo- 
1a's, as secure from trespass on their part, as though it lay in the 
moon. ‘Thus far they had managed the ascent, the occasional 
aid of their hands; anon they were nearly as uxeful as their fee: ; 
and anon again they were indis ble, not only in lifting them up, 
but in preventing them from falling down, Consequently the senior 
of Ufe party very prudently called a halt, and proposed a return. 
“Pi not return a step until 1 have been in the crow’s nest," sai 


aan bd me Flora,” returned the speaker, “it is utter madness 


“Madness or no madness, up I go,” answered the invincible 
Flora; “fe come along Davia” 

Meanwhile, she continued her line of march right upwarda—now 
scrambling—now slipping—now trusting balf her weight to some 
tiny shrub—until she arrived at the dangerous pinnecle of her am- 
bi over which she ae herself with an exulting shovt, and dis- 
appeared from her companions; all of whem, by the way, had given 
up the ascension as soon as they heard poor David announcing his 
arrival at cape of forlorn hope. 

* Faint heart never won fair lady, and poor David has a heart like 
a rabbit,” soliloquized Flora, when she found herself on firm footing. 
** But, heaven's, what's that ?” 

This exclamation was oceasioned by a moderately musical voice, 
proceeding from the other side of a little hillock, which sy){abled itsel! 
into the following verse of a song, the whole of which appeared in 
one of the earlier chapterr. 

She sniles not, she sighs not, she studies no grace, 
She hunts and she drives, but she never makes lace ; 
She swims the blue lake, where no bottom is found, 
And she mounts her good steed with a warrior’s bound. 
@And when the voice ceased, the stranger, who had surprised Pom- 

y 8 few hours before, made his a pearance with a low bow. 

“ Miss Willoughby, your most obedient,” 

Another female, under the circumstances, might have blushed, or 
started, Flore, however, being like few, perhaps no other female, 
herself excepted, did neither, but welcomed the intruder with a 
merry laugh of recognition, and extended her hand, which was im- 
mediately warmly squeezed, and tenderly kissed, without in the least 
appearing to disconcert its fair owner, 

** And so, Master O'Hara,” she said, “it was you we saw flying 
over the hill like a feathered Mercury.” 

“Fly or climb, Miss Willoughby,” returned our old friend Phil, 
for it was his own six feet of g ellowship that stood in the stran- 
ger’s shoe leather, Fly or climb, Miss Willoughby, I am most 
happy to be able to say that it was no one else,” 

“Then you have had some pleasant object in your excursion |” 
said Flora, archly. 

“The pleasantest in all this world,” returned O'Mara, 

“ To woo the muses, eh 7” rejoined Miss Willoughby. 

“To woo the only muse that ever inspired me,” answered Phil, 

ng down ,the while gracefully on his dexter marrow, and doing 


r lip-service on the led re il -white hand. 

“Now may I be hanged,” pose rs Flora, “if the man’s not 
making love to me !” 

* And would deserve,” added O'Hara, “* to be cleft in twain with 
the spear of Mars, instead of the bolt of Cupid, if, under the cir- 
cumstances, he did any thing else.” 

“Spirits of Mount Flaummery, which I take to be the nine 
muses!” exclaimed Flora, with a slight curl of her haughty litue 
lip—* how extremely poetical, and devoted.” 

«Faith, Miss Willoughby,” returned Phil, “1 believe I may be 
open to suspicion, sure enough; but nevertheless, I swear to you by 
the constancy of the mountain we stand on, that I love you as truly 
as ever man woman.” 

“©! for shame, Mr. O'Hara,” said the provoking girl—* and no 
fan convenient to hide my blushes !” 

“Heigh ho!” exclaimed Phil, “I see that I might as well be 
making love to a Colonel of Cossacks !” 

« Only for one thing, O'Hara,” said the maiden, with a sly look, 
and an impressive shake of her fore-finger, as though she'd say, ‘‘ I 
know you, boy”—* Only for one thing, O'Hara.” 

«And that ?” queried her companion, looking the interrogative. 

“Ts simply,” replied Miss Willoughby, “ because a Colonel of Cos- 
sacks might not chance to have five thousand dollars per auoum in 
the fulds of his saddle. bags.” 


’ 


















he ee 


“ rtainly have an advantage over the Colone! there, lady,” 

Bos with as much of as blush as my worthy chum was capa- 
ounting for modest e. 

— wolight . hg I say,” returned Flora, with a wicked 

laugh, but of course you don’t care for that !—you are as disin- 

terested as the fox who eulogized the crow with oe apr of cheese 

in her mouth, and merely make love to me for the of my sweet 

solf.” x 

“ Flora W hby, your insinuation does me ,’ 
etme Ou while ng like an expression of ecg A 
dignation, half felt, and half got up for the occasion, passed ey) 
over his countenance, But, at the same time,” he continued, “ it 
is to be confessed that those some thousands a year you have been 
speaking of be, = be worth a little extra devotion |" 

“Then Mr. O'Hara is no fortune hunter—no mere squanderer of 
Cupid's arrows, with mammon fora en" insinuated Flora. “His 

rs, no doubt, are teeming alread ‘ 
ar Full to peg Miss Willoughby, of—emptiness,” said Phil 
stoutly. But what of that, when you have money enough for us 
lee had you never climbed into the crow's nest to make love to 
me—eh, most disinterested of cavaliers!” said Flora, 

“To be candid, then, I would not, thou most perplexing of moun- 
tain sylphs,” replied O'Hara. “ Partly, inasmuch as I have but little 
faith in domestic felicity, and all that sort of thing—and the wolf on 
the lobby; but more especially because considerable second-hand 
experienee has made me 4 convert to the opinion of the old proverb, 
that ‘when poverty comes in at the door, Love flies out at the 

H iw.’ ” 
oy 80, Master Moneytrap,” observed Flora, coloring slightly, 
‘to quote from another ancient authority— 


“ You're the false and the landless knight 
That stopp'd at fair Elenor’s bower, 
Who cared not a mite for that lady bright, 
But only made love to her dower.’ 


“There you wrong me,’’ said O'Hara; “I woo with motives of a 
urer principle.” 
. “ Not foractting the interest, Sir Knight of the ‘ light heart and 
the thin pair of breeches,’ as the song has it,” added Miss Willough- 
by, who thereon went into a kind of laughter thint startled the echoes 
of the mountain. 

« Decidedly not forgetting the interest,” returned Phil. 

“I think none the less of you,” resumed Miss Willoughby, “ that 
your Cupid is not one of those blind simpletons of antiquity, who 
brought down their game at hap-hazard; buta modern sharp-sighted 
Yankee fellow with a rich dower in his eye. Mine indeed is a bird 
of the same feather.” 

“But nevertheless,” interrupted O'Hara, “ you'd rather hit one 
true man, though his rent roll might be somewhat of the; smallest, 
than a dozen rich manikins.” 

“1 don’t know that,” said Flora. “I’m an advocate for damages 
in the way of heavy pin money—broad acres—dashing equipages— 
and such matters; and were | so foolish as to be otherwise, such a 
wooer as you would soon restore me to reason,” 

“If [ deserve to be everlastingly eschewed by Hymen, for any es- 
pecial error in my nature,” said O'Hara, placing his right hand 
tenderly in the region of his heart; “ it is for my disinterestedness 
in love.”’ 

“ A riddle !—the true man's a riddle!” cried Miss Willoughby. 

‘* And will instantly resolve himself with another quotation from 
the ancients,” added O'Hara, who thus continued— 


“Were I a king and one maiden fair, 
The poorest that ever was seen; 
By heavens, I'd give her my crown to wear, 
If she'd only consent to be queen. 


Were that maid wealthy as fair to view, 
And sorrow and poverty mine, 

I'd go to her still with my heart so true, 
And offer my heart at her shrine, 


But were the maid landless, and I #0 too, 
© rather than add to her care, 

I'd leave her some wealthier swain to woo, 
And bury my hope in despair.” 


Now, Maid of the Mist, what do you think of my philosophy?” 

“ Why Knight of the Mountain, that, according to received no- 
itona, it is ra more honest than poetical. Bat as it’s my turn 
to be candid now, I must tell you that I’m not in the market.” 

* If you were,” answered O’Hara, “ and commanded a fair price, 
a king couldn’t purchase you.” 

“And yet,” retorted Flora, “you want such an invaluable crea. 
tare to be knocked dewn to a Sir Dowrymad Lackland, who has 
scarcely by his own confession, a dollar to bid for her.’’ 

‘But a heart worth all the mines of Piuto!” exclaimed O’Hara, 
“a heart impervious to the shaft of Cupid until thy bright image—” 

“Tat, tat, tut,” replied Miss Willoughby, putting her hand on the 
enthusiast’s mouth, “ Don’t you know better than to be wasting your 
precious ammunition on a conquered citadel? I tell you again that 
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I’m not available!—that ['m out of the blind god’s calender !—In 
fact that I’m signed, sealed ard all but delivered.” 

Pooh!” returned the invincible Philip, “I know all about that 
—you speak in reference to Van Tassel—Cousin Dave, as you call 
him,—to whose anti-climbing-up-a-mountain faculties, by the way, 
be all honor, glory, and gratitude.” 

‘*T do—I mean David,” said Flora, 

**T knew it, and my mind’s at ease so far,’ resumed O'Mara blunt- 
ly, “ for you'll never marry him !” 

“ Never!” and wherefore not, dread seer of the crow’s nest ?” 

“ The ” answered O’Hara, “are legion. One is, that 
you’d pair about as well together as a noddy and a falcon. A 
second, because you don’t love him otherwise than cousins may 
love. A third, because he don’t know how to love you. A fourth, 
because you’ll never swear to honor and obey, unless under circum- 
stances where you may entertain some slight impression that the 
eath don’t involve a perjury; and a filth, which being a conclusive 
one, is all I shall enumerate at present—because it is more than pro- 
bable ie may marry myself!” 

“I knew what was coming,” said Miss Willoughby, “but never- 
theless think it improbable that I shall ever write myself Mrs. 
Philip O'Hara,” 

‘It’s a dashing name notwithstanding,” suggested Phil. 

“Is it?” exclaimed Flora; “let's see—Mrs. Philip O’Hara’s 
coach! Mrs. Philip O'Hara, the charming hostess! Eloped last 
week, with a Captain of Dragoons, the beautiful and bewitching 
Mrs. Philip O'Hara! Huamph! Yes, the name might do for want 
of a better, but it will never be mine !” 

Stranger things have come to pass,” said Phil; “ even that item 
in favor of the Captain of Dragoons inclusive; and if you'll only 
give me a hope as faint as the ray of one of Jupiter's satellites, Pll 
be satisfied.” 

‘* Hear him, for his cause is great!” ejaculated Miss Willoughby, 
“and I wooed, won—and all but wedded and worn.” 

“Then I'll hope against hope,” said O'Hara, “for, as you say 
yourself, ‘ faint heart never won a fair lady.’” 

* So be it,” returned Miss Willoughby, with a smile which seemed 
like one of encouragement. At least such was my friend O'Hara's 
construction of it, and his excitement was so great in consequence, 
that forsaking the tiny hand till then held gently in his own, he 
clasped the merry maiden to his heart with a most unqualified em- 
brace, and impressed “ @ long, long kiss, a kiss of youth and love,” 
upon her cherry ripe lips. 

Weil,” said Flora, after affveting to pout a little, “I suppose I 
must forgive you, the more especially as cousin Dave deserves no 
better for trusting such a jewel of a prize as [ am so long out of his 
sight. But now I must be off, or those poor people below will think 
I have taken a leap for life, or else eloped with some gentle spirit of 
the mist or wizard of the mountain,” 

And ere the lapse of another minute, Miss Willoughby was de- 
scending the hill to join her impatient compsnions. 


CHAPTER XIL. 

No, 202 Broadway—Time, 10 o’clock.—Tom, solus. ‘O, Tom 
Stapleton, thou art a bright youth—an incontinently nice young man 
for a small tea party; and ought, by all means, to make a pilgrimage 
to some romantic peak that overhangs the sea, and throw an immor- 
tal somerset into eternity. Spirit of vexation, here’s an invitation to 
tea at Livingston’s, and my face tatooed all over like a New Zea- 
lander’s, to say nothing of an 7 fancifully mosaiced in red, and 
deeply imbedded in a frame of ebony, And then my wallet !—forty- 
vight dollars!—three receipted accounts, for the show of the thing; 
—a score or upwards of pawnbroker’s tickets !—a little museum of 
love-locks, clipped from some of the fairest heads in Christendom ! 

I’m a very merry fellow, 
Take me out and out, 

Ay, and fond of getting mellow, 
Tis beyond a doubt, 

Dull care I can smothcr too 
With all my ease, 

And fight, or sing—do any thing 
The girls to please ! 

And up jumped the reader’s humble servant, and n to go 
through the figures of the Highland Reel, with an energy that might 
have astonished a Glasgow piper. Now, my shaving mirror, stand. 
ing over a bureau at the end of the room opposite the door, I figured 
towards it, to sce how I came the flourishes under the influence of a 
black eye and other trifles to match, and got into such an ecstacy at 
my appearance, that I shouted again, and so continued, until some 
curious demonstration in the rear startled me; and faith, if the sound 
startled me, the sight I experienced on turning round, almost sent 
me after my head out of the window; for there, between me and the 
door, was the oddest figure in all creation, footing it away for the 
bare life, at the Highland Reel! (He was a ragged customer who 
had, the preceding day, attempted to steal my hat while I lay nearly 
senseless in the ving been knocked down and robbed b 
three villains—and although caught in the act, he was let off, wit 
the promise of a reward if he would discover the robbers. | 








‘* For the moiety of a second I thought I had raised a spirit ; but 
before the second was out, I perceived that my ragged acquaintance 
of the preceding day was the intruder. 

“ Ha !—why—what the devil! it’s you, is it,” said I, not a little 
surprised at the fellow’s impudence, and yet ready to burst with 
laughter at the marvellous] ul ludicrous figure he cut.” 

“ Yes, bossy, it’s I; but keep it up, for it goes fust rate—Whoop !” 
And away he went at the figure of eight. 

“‘ Now,” said I, when my visitor had finished his flourish, “ let me 
hear what news you have brought about those highwaymen.” 


** Maaning those ere covies vot hook’d your vallet ?” returned he 
of the motley garment. 
“* Of course,” said I, *‘ who else ?” 
** Vell, then, bossy,” he answered, “ fect is, if it’s them ere covies 


you're a baxin’ for, I can’t tell, being as how I don’t know nothing 


“What the devil brings you here, then ?” 

“* My heyes vot a question! Vy, the hample revard you promised 
for keeping a bright look out.” 

“Clear out,” said I, waxing angry, “or I'll kick you down stairs.’ 

“Veil, then, bossy,” returned my guest, in a perfect tone of good 
humor, and without any trace of anger or irony on his countenance, 
‘*kick avay in velcume, for as I haint got no browns to vake the peo- 
e up, an’ as the veather’s a days’ journey below every thing, I’m 

if a fust rate kicking vouldn’t be a wory waluable harticle !” 

“What reward did you expect from me ?” said I, somewhat taken 
by the fellow’s phi ; 

insider at the Hall, he returned, “‘ an’ may be 
two for a go down, if you vos any vays flush.’ : 

“And what,” I inquired, “is an insider at the hall, and a go 
down ?” 

“ A hinsider at the hall,” he answered, “ is bed, fire, an’ the run of 
the room, at Clooney’s in Vashington street, at night; an’ a go down 
is a glass of his fust chop; cos that as he sells for a penny ve calls 
his belly wengeance.” 

“ You are speaking about the celebrated Loafers’ Hall in Wash- 
ington street now,” said I. 

* Vell, I knows I is,” answered my visitor, ‘and a fust-rate hall 
it is, too; beds fust-rate—fire fust-rate—lush fust-rate—and every 
thing fust-rate, but the vay as they has of making fellers pay for 


I was suddenly smitten with a curiosity to see this celebrated 
loafers’ Paradise, which I had often heard of, and it struck me I 
might never have a better opportunity than the present, when my 
black eye and bruised countenance might be taken as a species of 

not to mention my friend of the shocking bad hat, by way 
of body-guard and cicerone. Besides, I had an-idea that by going I 
might find the fellows who robbed me, or some cue to them; and 
again,—in consequence of the state of nervous excitement I was in, 
owing to my inability to visit the Livingstons, as per invitation—I 
was unable to read or sleep, and therefore ripe and ready for any ad- 


BROTHER JONATHAN—EXTRA. 






venture, not involving an appearance in respectable company, which 
promised a fair prospect of killing time pleasantly. 

I suggested my views on the subject to my loafer acquaintance, 
who strongly approved of them, and declared that if “ 1 vent a hin- 
sider at the Hall vonce, I’d continue to go asa hinsider at it agein, 
every night as longas I might be left in this vicked vorid, anc 
could raise the ready.” 

Therefore, equipping myself in a regular Robert Macaire uniform 
of threadbare and patches, kept apart for “ larks” in general, anc 
finishing off with my friend Phillip’s slouched hat and old camie: 
cloak, spoken of elsewhere, I placed myself under the surveillance o! 
my new acquaintance, and set off for Loafer’s Hall. 

“ My name,” said my companion, on his way down, ‘is Bi) 
Childs, but they calls me the Babe in the Vood for shortness. Vot's 
yourn for the row?” “ JohnSmith” “ Vot?” “John Smith.” 

** Vell, it’s a hard un, as all ourJohn Smiths—and ve has sixiccr 
on em—left their reglar handles up at the Hisland, and has been 
afeard to use ’em ever since. But never mind, it’s a fust rate man’s 
case to go to the Hisland ; and I’m blowed, if it vasn't for the stone 
breaking, if I vouldn’t as lieve be there as any vere else." 

Subsequent to this dialogue, we moved on in silence, until we ar- 
rived at what had the appearance of being a small public houre in 
Washington street. Behind the bar stood a stout, ruffianly leoking 
man, aud a stout, Pom FeRB woman, who appeared to be the 
most masculine brute of the two. The Babe in the Wood having 
whispered something in the female’s ear, the gentle creature threw « 
full searching glance at my humble self; but focling assured by the 
ornamental state of my soul’s index that all was reght, her face re- 
laxed into something like an expression of satisfaction, and she hel. 
out her hand. 

“ Poney over, there’s no tick here, chum,” said the Babe, with a 
wink, addressed between me and mine hostess. 

“ Tick be d———d, and all that take it!” retorted that gentle crea- 
ture, “for we're too old in the horn to stand any such like gum 
games now-a-days.” : 

“Vy, in coorse you is, for it’s human natur,” said the Babe, “ an’ 
I know of no vamman as has half so much human natur in her buz- 
zom as you, Nance.” 

A grim smile was the answer, which grew rather softer, as I 
handed out my twe shilling piece, and requested that two “ insiders” 
and a couple of “ go downs” skould be taken out of it. 

The liquor was poured out into large muddy-looking tumblers, 
holding, I should say, as much as two wine glasses, but was of so 
fiery a nature that it almost blistered my lip when I tasted it ; hence 
I slyly emptied it on the floor; but the Babe holding back his head, 
let it trickle down his throat, as if it were so much of the Nectar o° 
Wodin; and then licked his lips, and threw a mournful glance al the 
decanter, as though he should say—* It’s a pity to divide us, anc 
we ezrecing so beautifully together.” We then passed through a 
side door and descended a flight of steps, which the Babe whisperc«, 
as he rubbed his hands with glee, was the high road to Loafer's [fall 

{Continued on page 29, Library Edition.) 
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